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nyetlet. A Tragedy. Acted at Ihe Theatre- Royal, 
hg their Majesties seTvaniti. Written hy Mr Crown. 
London, Printed for R. BeMly and M, Magnet, in Riaiet 
Street, in Covent Garden near Che PiazKu, Anno Domini, 

1681. 
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Tbe eaixem of this peculiaiif diugreesble tragedj upon 
its repTCsentatioii at the Theatre Royal, u meDtioDM in 
the BiogmpbU Drematica, is a aingular iuBtance of the 
vitiated elate of popul&r tante wUch could tolerate a 
drama m> replet« with horrors of the most disgosting char' 
Bcter. It is partly fonnded od the Th jesles of ^oeca ; 
ifldeed to a certain extent is a tranalation, with altera- 
tdoDS and modifications made with a view to render it 
more adapted for representation on the English stage. 

More than a century before Crowne produced tiiis 
play, Thyestea had been, with the other tiagedies of 
the Roman tragic poet, hroaght under the notice of oni 
countrymen by a translation, " Imprinted at IiODdon, 
in Fleet Street, oeer unto Saincte Dunstan's Chur^, by 
Thomas Marsh. 1681," and dedicated to Sir Thomas 
UeneBge, Knight, Treasurer cf her Haiesties Chamber, 
by Thomas Newton of Burley, in Gheahire, who trans- 
lated the "ThebiUB," the remaining nine being rendered 
by other persons, whose names are given. 

Tbyestes, with Hercules Forens, and Troaa, are trans- 
lated by Jasper Heywood, designing himself student in 
" Oxenforde," who prefixes this ai^ument to the first. 
" Megnra, one of the hellish fariea, raising up Tantalus 
from hell, inroked bim to set mortoll hatred betueoe his 
two nephews.* Thus he and Atreus, being brothere, and 
raining as Unga over Mycente by ent«rchangeable 
tnmes, that is to witte, Thyestea to raine one yere and 
Atreos the other. Now Atreus enraged with furia 
against his brother, partly for defiling and deflcwring 
his wife .£rope by poUicie, and partly for taking from 
him a Bam mth golden fleece, practised with his serraot 
how to be revenged of his brother. This Atreoa, there- 

• They vere grandchildrea at Tantaluik as Heywood hiniBeU 
statea in the eitraordinsr; eoliloqay by lliyeetee, composed by 
himaelf , with which he proposes to flniah the tragedy. 
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8 THYESTEa. 

fore, diasembling reoonciliatjon, and ioTiting Thjestes to 
Mjcenffi, secietlj and tmkuown to him set before him at 
a baoqnet the fleeh of his own children to eat. After- 
ward AtreuB having also given to hia «iid brother the 
blood id his children in a goblet to drinke, did tostly 
command the heade to be brought in, at the doleful 
eight whereof Th;estee greatlf lamenting, knowing that 
he had eaten his owne children, was wonderfullj 
anguiehed. But Atreua, for that he bad thoa revenged 
himaelfe, toke tberin great pleasure and delectation." 

Thifl ia a tolerable epitome of the plot of Seneca's drama, 
which, beiag of a nature unfitted for repreaentatioD, 
Crowne waa induced to make considerable alterations, so 
as to render it suitable for the stage. These alterations 
are certainly improvements, He introduces the sod of 
Thyestes and the daughter of Atreos as lovers, and there 
is much good poetry in the dialogue between them, with 
which the second act commences. Still, as Geneete* 
remarks, " a strangei' subject was surely never chosen 
for a modern play." He might have instanced, as eqnally 
Btrange, Titus Andronicus — a play which we can never 
bring ouraelves to believe to be the veritable production 
of Shakespeare, and which, as altered by Ravenscroft, 
was succeuifully represented at the Theatre lioyalf sub- 
sequently. It therefore was not wonderful that Crowne's 
success should have emboldened the author of the 
London Cnckolds to make a similar experiment upon 
the patience of the public. Seneca represents Thyeates 
feeding on his offspring; but Ravenscroft, although be 
does not venture to go so far, causes Aaron to propose 
something of the kind, as he makes him excl^m after 
the EnpreBS had murdered the pledge of their affection — 
" She has outdone me ev'n in mine own art 

Outdone me in mnrder, kill'd her own child. 

Give it me, I'll eat it." 
There was an earlier edition of Heywood's translation 
of ThyeBtes than that in the collected edition of Seneca's 
Tragedies iu 1581. It is noticed in the Biographia 
Dramatica, as published in 15(11, 12mo. Another trans- 
lation by John Wright, appeared in 1674, 12mo, which 



UMiizcdt, Google 



THYESTES, 9 

had been written many yeare before that date, and 
" corrected and r^idered into somewhat a more fnahioo- 
able garb than its fliBt dnsB, in the iDterval of a more 
profitable stndj', the last long vacation before it was 
published." He has appended a burieaque entitled 
the " Mock Thyestes," not intended to ridicule Seneca's 
drama, which is translated with " much accuracy and 
elegance" Of Wright we have no further account than 
that he was a barrister. But there is an interestittg 
biography of Heywood in the Biographia Dramatica, 
from which weleamthat he wsb son of Thomas Heywood, 
the author of the Spider and the Fly, was bom in Lon- 
don, 1535, educat«a at Oxford, was a Roman Catholic, 
sent out of England in 1588, and ultimately settled in 
Naples, where he died on the 9th of April 1597-8. He 
is mentioned by Rit«on as the author of three poems in 
tiie Paradise of Dainty Devices.* 

Periiapa G«neate may be correct when he says Thyestes 
" is neither a good play nor a bad one," and that some 
passages have been translated from Seneca " very well," 
but we hpsitate to concur in his suggestion that Crowne 
shonM not have retained Megiera imd the Ghost of Tau- 
taluB, as they answer no particular purpose, and that he 
ought to hare omitted the golden Bam. It is by no means 
clear that theseobjections are well founded, for the curses 
of M^Ksra prepare the audience for what is to follow, 
and as poeseesion of the golden Ram was so much con- 
nected with the fate of Argos, its exhibition might not 
be withont its effect in pleasing those present at the per- 
formance. 

Heywood adds a fourth scene to his translation, a 
CompoailJon in which Thyeatea is made to conclude the 
tragedy with a soliloquy of conrnderable length, in which 
the unhappy man very unnecessarily represents himself 
as a bein? utterly unsuited for the companionship of the 
good, and fit only to reside 

" Where Gorgon grimme, where harpyes are, and 
iothsMne Lymbo lakes." 

• These will be found in tha baaatiful reprint of thia inte- 
resting collection by John Pajne Collier, Esq., of an unique 
edition in his own posaession, whereof the impression waji verj 
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Several lines follow in a aimikr atyle, in which Hejwood 
makee Atrens aasert, that all the monsters in the realms 
below, eTen triple-headed Cerberus fled frwn his pre- 

"^ndnow dwell none other count'nance heere. 
Then doth beaeath the fowleat face, of hatefull hell 

appeere. 
Come see a meetest match for thee, a more than mons- 
trous wombe, 
Tliat is of his Tnbapp]' broode become a cursed tombe. 
flocke here yee fowlest fiendea of hell, and thou ! 

graundsyre greate, 
Come see the glutted guts of mjne with such a kinde 

of meate 
Ab thon did'at once for Gods prepare." Let tormeute 

all of heU 
Now fall nppon this hatefull head that hath desnued 

them well. 

' Various reaaonB have been given nhy Tantalus, the son of 
Jupiter, «aa banished to the infemal regiaoe, inflicted with an 
insatiable thirst, which he was unable to quench although 
placed in a pool of water, as it always flowed from lum whni- 
ever he attempted to drink. That most generally orBdited 
was ascribed lobia having killed Pelops Ids son, the father of 
Atrena and Thyeetes, and cooked his limba for the food of 
the gods who liad honoured him with a visit as they passed 
Fhrygia. This was an siperiment for the purpose of ascertain- 
ing their divinity, as to which be was sceptical. AocuHtomed 
to Ambrosia and Neotar, it was a sad Tuistalce in Tantalus to 
imagino that his guests would condescend to partake of coarser 
fore, and he should have remembered that all the spices in the 
world would not disguise the real nature of the strong food 
offered to the iromortels. Whether Jupiter might, from pater- 
nai affection, have forgiven the oSenoe, had the victim been 
any other than his own grandson Pelops, it is impossible to 
say ; but as it was, his rage knew no bouods, and his son was 
unhesitatingly consigned to the shaiioB below, there to endure 
the torture of pereetual thirst without the ability to relieve it, 
although aurTDunded by water, which never reoahed him, or by 
tasting the delicious fruit above his head, which vanished on 
his touching it. It is not improbable that this incident in the 
domestic circle of Tantalus suggested to Atreus his successful 
attempt to induce Thyestss to partake largely of a feast at 
whioh the flesh of his own diildrsn waa served up delicately 
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Yee all be plagued wrongfully, jour guiltae be small, 

Of myne. and meele it were four pange od me aloue 

uiould light. 
Now thou, gTaandsjre gaildeBse art, and meeter were 

for me. 
With fleeing flood tobebeguilde andfruite of fickle tree. 
Thou slew'at thy ionne, but I mj BOnnes, tiae, haue 

made my meate. 
I could thj famyue better beare my paunch is now 

repleat, 
Witli loode, and with mj children three my belly ie 

extent. 
0, filthy fowles and gnawing gripes that Tytiua'* 

boeome rent. 
Beholde a fitter prey for yon to fill yourseluea Tppone 
Then are the growiug guts of bim, four womb^ en- 
wrapt in one." 

The reader haa, it is believed, had a aafiicient specimen 
of the merits of Heywood'e eupplemental scene, which 
ie more calculated to induce laughter than excite pity 
— and which may from its absurdity have suggeett^ 
to Wright the idea of the Traveetie appended by him to ' 
his tranHl&tioa of Seneca. 

Cannibalism was not unknown to the ancients, and 
the detestable banquet represented by Seneca as devoured 
by Thyestes would not displease a Koman audience, al- 
though it might not find favoor with an English one. 
The audent dramatiat had three victims cooked for the 

■ 'ntyuB nu a giant— the sou of Jupiter and Terra. He was 
■0 largB that his mother died Id txsvut. Be was emplbyed by 
Juno, who was jealous of her hosband's amours with Latona, 
to carry her off, which enragod hia father so much that he 
hurled him into Tartarua. Another rersiou of the stoiy is, 
that when employed in the matter, he fell in love with the fady 
and attempted vialeDce, but she was reaoued by her children 
Apollo and Diana, who kiiled the giant with their arrows. He 
was placed in hell, where a serpent continually devoured hia 
liver, or aa others have it, where vultures continually fed on 
his entrails, which grew again as fast aa devoured: When 
stretched on the ground he covered nine acres. Latooa had 
temples at Argos and Delos. She had an oracle in Egypt 
which was remarkable for true answers to enquiries. 
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1 2 THYESTES. 

banquet; the more modem dramatist reduced thennmber 
to one, and would have doubtless diapeneed with the feaet 
entirely, if he could have done bo without injury to the 
plot. 

St Hierome, otherwise Jerome, baa the following 
passage on the subject, which we gire in the original, aa 
not exactly Baited for tranalation : — 

" Quid loquar de cieterie nationibua, quum ipse 
adolescentuluB m Glallia viderim Attiootos (a)ii Scotoa), 
gentem Britannicam hamania veaci carnibua, et quum per 
aylvaa porcorum greges et armentorum pecudumque re- 
periant pastonmi nates et fceminarum et papillaa solere 
abscindi et has solas ciborum deticias arbitrari ? Scoto- 
rum natio uioree proprias non liabet et quasi Platonis 
politiam legerit et Oatonis sectetur exemplum, nulla apud 
eas conjux propria est, sed ut cuiqae libitum fuetit, 
pecudum more bacivinnt." ■ 

The follDwing note ia added: Erasmus & Marianaa 
legunt hoc loco Seolos gentem BrUtanicam: omnea codices 
M&S. retinent Atticotos vel Aticottos. Qui eint porro 
AtticoUi Tel Acticottm, vide apud Buchanan, lib. 2, Rer, 
Scot., p. 17, & in libro de Castrensibus officiis Roman- 
. orum per prorinciaB. De iisdem Actacotis Marcellinus, 
lib, 27. Actacoli belHcosa homimim naiio, §■ Scoii per 
diversa vagantes. Ubi Atticoti diatinguntur a Scotia, 
Sicut hie in contextu Hieron^fmiano. 

In Bishop Cooper's "Thesaurus," 1578, dedicated to 
Sir Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester, reference is made 
to the above quotation from Jerome, and in the upper 
portion of the passage just quoted, he charges the native 
Scota with this abominable practice. He apparently ia 
satiatied of hia correctness, but we suspect the natives 
indicated by the saint were those of Britany — Celts or 
Scots — that were meant. The quotation is ^ven aa one 
instance that even in the earlier yeara of Chnatianity the 
use of human flesh for food was no novelty in Europe. 

The ballad of the Lady laabella's Tragedy, first printed 
by Percy from an old black letter copy, ia founded upon 
a similar diabolical act to that of Atrens, where a noble- 
\nan of high rank, by the devices of a step-mother, is 
nearly induced to feaat on a pie made of the flesh of au 
only daughter. 

• S. Hieronymus, adversua Joyianum, Liber II. 
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PROLOGUE. 

What cursed planet o'er this play-house reigiis 1 

FakieB and gouts are aU the old men's gains ; 

And we young men ere we have leamt to speak, 

Have learnt the old men's cursed trick, to break. 

Some went to Scotland ; they had cunning plots 

Who went to sell the English wit to Scots. 

Scots in that traffic you excel I fear. 

Witness their Covenant they sold so dear. 

So those young men are come as wealthy home, 

As they return devout who go for Rome. 

But still we are followed with a cursed blast, 

For in the harbour's mouth we have split our mast ; 

And such poetic jewels perish here. 

As might be worn with pride in any ear. 

Our massy treasure we shall ne'er buy up, 

But live on poor slight stuif that floats a-top. 

To-day, like cunning Romiab priests we try 

If we can awe you, with an ancient lie. 

Some Bay, you must not dare to pass a doom 

On what has been admired by Greece and Rome. 

You upstart sectaries of wit, cry down, 

What has for twenty ages had renown ! 

The world will ask, in scoru of your dispraise, 

Where was your wit, sirs, before Shakespeare's 

dayel 
No matter where, we'll say y'have excellent sense. 
If you will please to let us get your pence. 
We, like the Pope, regard not much your praise, 
. He tickets sells for heaven, and we for plays ; 
All but to make advantage of the keys. 
Pay for your tickets, and go where you please. 
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THE SONG AT ATREU3 HIS BANQUET. 

1. 
A lovely pair endowed by fate, 
With love's and beauty's whole estate ; 
At the sweetest game have been, 
You know, you know what I mean, 
You know, you know what I mean. 



For kisses first the lovers play'd, 
The pleasant sport provok d the maid 
To that height, she growing mad, 
Had almost play'd for all she had ; 
But the maid was not so mad. 



Shell aek her father's leave she swears. 
And then hell play for what he dares, 
Leave is had, and to't they go ; 
What I mean, you know, you know. 
What I mean,' yon know, you know. 



To deeper play they now begin. 
The happy young man's hand is in ; 
Both have stak'd down all theii joys. 
But she loses, for she cries : 
See ! she cries I oh 1 see she cries ! 



But now the bride, oh I tempting sight ! 
Has woa her lapful of delight, 
To deeper play she urges on ; 
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But, alas ! his stakes are gone, 
But, alas ! his stakes are goue. 



And now she locks her cabinet. 
But he'll play another set. 
When his hand again is in, 
You know, you know what I mean. 
You know, you know what I mean. 

A Choeus op Priests. 

Goddess Minerva, wise, austere, 
Sober, valiant, chaste, and fair, 

We bring thee here, 
A kind, a young, a lovely pair ; 
Who beg thy leave to join their hands 
In chaste and holy marriage-bands. 

1 Pr. Oh ! let him be active fire, 
Ever burning in desire, 

Ever free 
From any unoke of je^ousy. 

Let her be water, soft to all his touches. 
Ever hot when he approaches, 
When he takes away his eye. 
Ever froze with chastity ; 
Long let love possess her heart. 
And ne'er let love and beauty part. 

The _first Chorus sung over again. 
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THE PERSONS OF THE TEAGBDY. 



[hU Sons. 



Atreus, Kiii0 of Argos. 

Agamemnon, ) 

Menelaus, 

Thyestes, Brother of Atreus. 

Philisthenes, Son to Thytsks, in hve with Antlgme. 

Peneus, An old philosopher, once tvttyr amd govenwr 

to Atreus. 
Tereus, a Servant of Alreus. 
jErope, Wife of Atreus. 
Antigone, Sis daughter, in love with Philisthenes. 



Scene : Atreus his Court. 
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THYESTES. 



ScBNB'L, the Palace, 
Thimder, The ghost of Tantalus, Meo£RA. 

Tan. Thou merciless, detested, horrid fiuy : 
To what new colonies of mocking fruits. 
And vanishing false streams, dost thou transplant 
The hungry, thirsty shade of Tantalus! 

Me. To colonies where tbon shalt eat sad drink 
Thy fill in quiet. 

Tan. Wilt thou clothe me then 
In fiesh and blood asain t For had I them 
Thon would'st permit me to devour myself. 

Me. I lash thee hither, to devour thyself; 
Monsters I mean descended from thyself 
Thou, laisy ghost, hast done thy work 1>y halvea : 
I chas'd thee hither once, to fill thy house 
With incest, treason, blood. Inc«et I see, 
Brother whor'd brother's wife ; treason I see, 
Brother deposed his brother from his throne ; 
But Where's the blood T I see no blood at all, 
Th' incestuous traitor is in exile safe. 
Let me have murders, such as all my snakes 
May rear themselves to see, and hiss applause. 
The Father eat the nephew he begot. 
The bastard nephew go out of the world 
A way more horrid than he came into it. 
Let the vast viUany of thy damn'd race 
Beach and confound the heavens ; make the night 
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1 8 THTBSTES. 

Engender with the daj ; the groaning day 
Bring forth gigantic darkness at full noon. 
Such as for noura may pluck the sun from heaven. 
At this black feaat I'll let thee be a guest i 
Devour thy fill in quiet, when thy cup 
Flows with the blood of thy incestuoue race, 
Nothing shall dare to snatch it from thy lips. 

row. Betum me to my dark, dire prison in hell. 
And all you tortur'd spirits hug your pains ; 
Nor, might you be releas'd, return to life ; 
For earth in sin and torment exceeds hell. 
Finish thy execrable work thyself, 
The pain Is more than I am bound to bear. 

Me. Look'st thou for laws and equity In hell 1 
Thy sword was all thy reason upon earth, 
And this is ours. 

Tan. Oh I hold thy gnawing whip ! 
I will obey. 

Me. Enter the palace then ! 
Here with thy son didst thou once feast thy Gods, 
With thy greatrgrandsons now feast all the furies. 
[The scene is draum, Atretts ask^. 
Behold a shadow of thy pains in hell, 
Helred by thy grandson Atreus upon earth ; 
Night seems to offer him her shady fruit. 
And squeeze her balmy slumbers in his eyes. 
And when he catches at 'em, she pulls btick ; 
So from the evening's valley to the morning hill 
He rolls his time, as Sysiphus his stone. 
The trembling shade obeys, and poiu^ himself 
Into the palace, which shakes more than be. 

[Exit Tan. 
Nature's dlseas'd and scar'd at his approach ; 
Trees shed their leaves, as poison'd men their hair; 
Streams crowd into their mother-fountain's womb; 
The seas that hung on the Corinthian nock, 
Like rival queens in endless interview, 
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Svell'd with conTulsion fita, ran foaming back. 
Nor can be held by all their watery train ; 
And in their fright miacarry of new ides. 
Winds scour the air like midnight revellers. 
Mad with strong spirits they ne'er drunk before. 
Night, used to apparitions, sweats at this, 
And calls the morning up, mom darea not rise, 
But like a timorous Tiigm lower creeps. 

Enter Tamtalus, 
The work is done ! — ^Atreus begins to rise, 
Andrising,raTes;deBcenddanmdBliade. Theearth 
Cannot support at once Atreus and thee; 
You both will break both poles. — Descend to hell ! 
[Tan. and Me. descend. Atreus rises. 

Air. All of the sudden quiet ! is the masque 
Concluded then, and fories gone to rest % 
Then furies may have rest, uiough Tm denied ; 
The gods grudge me what they bestow on helL 
What nights have I % Sure I mistake for nights 
Whole pieces torn out of th' infernal blacks. 
To wrap the furies whilst they sport themselves 
In this cold upper air, by tort'ring me. 
Confound you, furies I why do you vez me 1 
Is earth grown good, that you want work below 1 
I'm sure my share has wickedness enough, 
And find my brother, and I'll fill your hajida ; 
Meanwhile, torment me not with nightly pains. 
Want of revenge is pain enough to me 
Till revenge crowns me, I am still depos'd, 
A contemn'd, artless, nerveless, spiritless slave, 
A loaded emptynees, on which my brother, 
Like a god, hongs an universe of wrongs. 
Ho ! there ! 

Elder a Waiter. 

1. Your royal wUl ) 
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Atr. ThoQ &wning dog 1 
Tlioa lazy UBelew cur, how long wilt thou 
And all thy felloir cura, with flattering tongneiy 
Lie licking my wide wounds, and not hunt out 
The savage heaet from whom I had 'em all 1 
My gaping aching wounds can ne'er be cur'd. 
Till they are tented with his naked bones.. , 

By Tantalus, my wicked grandiather. 
Who fear'd no gods, by my more wicked sel^ 
Who have no fear of gods, or men, or devils. 
Bring me Thyestes allto pieces torn, 
Ere I be rack'd by one more restless nigbt. 
Or you, and all the race of you shall die I 
For I'll leave nothing upon earth to groan 
For all your deaths, but the o'erloaded trees, 
On whose torn boughs in clusters you shall hang. 

Enttra Seamd [fFaiter], 
2. Sir, Tereus is retum'd from the strict search 
Of Prince Thyestea. 
Atr. Ha I go bring him in. 

Enier Terbus. * 
Now speak the tidings ! yet thou need'st not speak, 
Thy trembling joints bow under evil news. 
Death fills thy face, and stands as in the door 
Beady to take possesaion of the house. 
Thy eyes, like evening lights before their time 
Consnm'd with storms, are ready to go out. 
And let thy soul in darkness scape away : 
But first I'll make it lay its burden down. 
Speak, can Tfayestes yet be found i 

Ter. Not yet 

Air. Then from this hour thon shalt be found 
no more. 

1. Great Sir ! 
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Air. Nor thou !— — ^t^ua will I use you ^1 ! 
\Stababet/L 
For you are traitors all, hii'd traitors, all 
Brib'd by Tbfeatea, you are all his slaves, 
He governs here in Aj^ob, and not I ; 
I am his 8laT«, poor slave : I havA not wealth 
Enough to mircmse from fais head one hair ; 
Yet he can Duy my peace, my throne, my wife. 
And after all can keep me on the rack 
III my own kingdom. In the midat of all 
My ^ves and gnarda, a slave cui rack a King, 
An ezil'd slave a King ; so man^ Mends 
In heaven, eurUi, and liell, hasvillany. 

Enta- Amtioone wii\ A&aubmnon a$id Meneiaus, 
mfanis. 

Air. Now I what art thou I 

Aid. Antigone I 

Air. What'a that t 

AtU. Your daughter, sir. 

Air. And are you sure of that t 
By heavens, thy mother was so rank a whore, 
lliat it is more than all the gods can tell 
What share of thee is mine. 

Avi. Yon have been pleas'd 
To think me all your own. 

Ait. I have been pleas'd 
To be a fool, and think thy mother Coo 
Was all my own, and chaste. 

A«l. So sure she was. 
Though any chastity may be surpria'd. 
However, sir, we came 

A^. To make me mad t 
Was it for that 1 

Ant. No, sir, to make you calm : 
You have teen pleas'd sometimes to take delight 
In most unworthy me, and in these two 
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Poor innocent young Princes, who did ne'er 
Offend you yet. 

jtlr. Howl not offend me yetl 
Then fdiould two flames, all of the sudden, burst 
Out of the hill, on which my palace standi, 
The hill opon whose brow by night I sleep, 
By day I take my pro^iects of my delight, 
The horrid flames would not offend me) ha t 
By all the gods, these damn'd incestuous brats 
Are the irruptions of a burning whore, 
More hot than jSltna. 

Ant. Oh ! sir I howe'er my mother sin'd of late, 
Yet I have heard yourself sometimes confess 
You thought her innocent when we were bom. 
She never saw my wicked uncle's face 
Till after we were bom. 

Air. And what o' tbatl 
Are there no men to sin withall but he T 
What a vast monster dost thou make thy mother .' 
At the first minute of her birth in sin, 
To conquer nature, cancel all her laws. 
Do more than fiends have done these thousand 

years! 
No, no, BO well of her do I believe, 
I rather think she always was a whore. 
And by d^rees ascended to this height : 
Oh I how riov'd that woman ! oh ! tlie gods I 
Why in her stead was I not <ioom'd to love 
Some ghastly, grim, devouring, hellish fury ; 
Whose hairs were serpents, and her breath a plague, 
Whose bonea were gibbets, and her nerves iron 

chains; 
Whose eves were comets, and her voice was 

thunaer ; 
Whose teeth were books all gor'd with human 

blood; 
Whose flesh and blood was a, devouring bog, 
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Compounded of all poisons in tbe vorld 1 
In her abhor'd embrace I had not f^iind 
So many deaths and hells as I do now. 

Ant. Goda! if my mother sin'd against such love, 
And sio'd so foully, as some say she has ; 
Four all your vengeance on her impious head, 
And spare the injur'd King ; his heavy wrongs 
Are sufferings great enough for all hia sins. 

Atr. Gods ! with what witchcraft did this 
^oman deal 1 
She has tranaform'd me to I know not what, 
I am a mingle of fool, tyrant, devil. 
Madman, and child ; for, by the gods, I weep, 
Who ne'er did so in tende^st infancy. 

j4ni. Hard were the heut that would not melt 

at this. 
Air. I am a madman too, I tear myself, 
'Cause him I ou^t to tear I cannot reach : 
I'm such a tyrant, were he in my reach, 
I'd t«ach the furies to torment the damn'd. 
I was not always thus, this hellish mind 
Was the creation of that cursed woman, 
Whom yet I love, so rank a fool am I, 
And for her sake, her sin-begotten brood, 
For which I loathe myself. Away with 'em ! 
ArU. Pray, sir ! 

Atr. How now ! Resist my will t Begone 1 
Or on the floor I'll mingle all your brains. 
What hinders me from killing these lewd brats 1 
Sure it is hell, which is afraid to lose 
Fruit of a stock, the like was ne'er before ; 
Hence from my sight, you bastards ! or my guards 
Shall hear you hence upon their holbard points. 

Eriier Peneus. 
PerL Get you hence, children! leave the King 
to me I 
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Go, fair Antigone, your planets lour, 

I bke 'em not ; bat children your'a shine out : 

Prince Agamemsoii, oracles agree, 

Shall lay a glorious empire in the dust, 

And MenelauG be the chiefeet cause. 

But yet no oracle did utter this 

Without ill-boding sounds ; then children, hence! 

Argoa perhaps may perish by your death, 

And that sad way the Oracle fulfill'd. 

[^Ex. An, Agam, Mene. 

Atr. How now, old dotard ! what is thy business 
beret 

Pen. Business I have, or I would ne'er come here. 
A court is not a place for an old man ; 
'Specially if in dotage so lar gone 
As to be honest. 

.^ir. Hence with thy old cant ! 
That was the unintelligible stuff 
Thou taught'st my foolish youth ; which now I find 
All nonsense, and not fit for Princes' courts. 

Pen. What is not virtue fit for Princes' courts ) 

Air. Ko, 'tis an art of washing o'er false coin, 
And stamping images of gods on knaves : 
Thou seem'st the humblest creature in the world. 
The fool that into flaming ^tna leapt. 
To be esteem'd a God, had not more pride : 
Thou fling'st thyself into the jaws of want. 
To be ador'd, and thought a Godlike man. 
He strove to disappear in flame and smoke, 
And thou in cloudy words of good and wise. 

Pen. I serv'd bo feithfully your royal house. 
Upwards of threescore years, that I believ'd 
I might assume the name of honest man. 
Since it was all the wages I desir'd. 
When did I ever wrong you in my life. 
That you should throw this scandal on my age 1 
I spe^ for virtue's sake, and not my own, 
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Lest all men should forsake her for a cheat 
ril do her right, as I'm in conscience bound, 
And boldly tell you, virtue makes my age 
More pleaaant, than your Kingdom does your youth. 

Art. Thanks to Thyestes. 

Fert. He has wrong'd you indeed. 
But what have your obedient subjects done 1 
And you kill them. To save their lives I came. 

Atr. They hide the traitor. 

Pen. I bdieve the gods 
Hide him, lest you by death should set him free 
From greater punishments which they inflict : 
Tengeance belongs to gods, and they devour 
Their luscious morsels of revenge alone. 

Air. rU find their banquet out, and have my 
share, 
I care not what it cost me ; let our fam'd • 

Great house Felops tumble on my head, 
So damn'd Thyest«s perish under me. 

Pen. Yonli make yourself as odious as he ; 
Almost as impious too. 

Atr. I would be more, 
I would do all that villany to him, 
That he can only wish were done to me : 
I have no other way to prove myself 
His elder brother, and a lawiiil King, 
For he of us that is the greatest fiend 
Ought to be King of Argos, 'cause he gives 
The greatest proof of Tantalus his blood. 
And I'll appear no bastard to the world. 

Pen. What will your people say 1 

Atr. Ill make 'em eay 
What I command. 

Pen. Falsehoods perhaps you may. 

Air. That is the great prerogative of power, 
To tax the world for praise as well as coin ; 
I'll make 'em praise my actions good or bad. 
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Pen. Yes, whiUt you live yon may, but when 
you're dead 
The world will curse you to eternity. 

Air. My name will live then to eternity. 

Pen. So will your soul, but lost. 

Atr, Let 'em but live, 
No matter how. 

Pen. Fear you not men or gods 1 

Air. The fear of gods ne'er came in Pelopa' house. 

Pert. Think you there are no gods t 

Atr. I find all things 
So false, I'm sure of nothing but of wrongs. 

Pen. Then fear your injur'd subjects, for the 
beams 
Of virtue breed the golden mines of praise ; 
But vice the iron of rebellion. 

•Air. Let them fear that! oh 1 1 am mad, I bum ; 
Furies with flaming brands are in my breast : 
Their snakes with their own poison almost burat ; 
And every vein o' mine contains a snake. 
Ho ! there I bid Mycene get in arms, 
I will pour all my kingdom upon Greece. 

Fen. And who shall guard your cities then 1 

Air. Thefiiries! 
They are their temples, and belov'd abodes. 

Pen. Oh ! Sir ! 

Atr. Away ! or I will spurn thee hence ; 

I am transported from my self arm! — arm ! 

111 do I 

Pm. What will you do 1 

AtU. I know not what, 

Something that all the gods shall tremble at. [Exit. 

Pen. How miserable a thing is a great man ! 
Take noisy vexing greatness they ttmt please ! 
Give me obscure, and safe, and silent ease : 
Acquaintance and commerce let me have none, 
With any powerful thing, but time alone : 
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My rest let time be feufiil to offend, 

And creep by nie, as by a BlurnVring friend ; 

Till vith ease glutted, to my grave I steal, 

As men to sleep after a plenteous meal. 

Oh ! -wretched he, who call'd abroad by power. 

To know himBelf can never find an hour, 

Strange to himself, but to all others known, 

Lends every one his life, and uses none, 

So, ere he tasted life, to death he goes, 

And himself loses, ere himself he knows. [£/t(. 



Act II. 
Scene I., Ike mouth of a Cave in a Cfroee. 
Fhilietteenes and Antioone meet. 
Aid. Oh ! my Fhilisthenes, sad news ! sad 

My cruel father's fever of revenge 

Grows on him every hour, night brings him all 

The restless shades of hell, d^y all the flames, 

He's ever calling for thy father's blood ; 

How greedily would he drink thine more sweet ! 

But do not fear; as soon as night appears 

Away well fly from this accursed place, 

Devoted by oar fathers to all ill : 

By thine to incest, and by mine to blood. 

PM. Oh ! Gods ! what dreadful miseries must 
befall 
Th' unhappy ofi'spring of two such bad men t 

Ant. Our innocence and love will guard us safe : 
I have prepar'd a chariot for our flight 
To the ^gean sea, and there a boat 
Lies lock'd at anchor, in a creek so small. 
It seems a little closet of the sea. 
Where maiden calms lye hid from mflian winds : 
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The creek appears a wriDkle made with age, 
la a high promontory's bending brow. 
The little harbour ie o'erlaok'd by all 
But a poor humble fieherman, whose hut 
Is all the castle that commands the port : 
There needs no porter where there is no door ; 
Nothing they think can creep out o' that chink. 
The honest fisherman expects us both 
Ere night be old ; then let us fearless fly, 
We cannot lose our way, for we transport 
Our journey's end along with us, our selves. 
Phi. What beauty and love do I to misery 

leadl 
Oh ! love ! I lead thee from thy father's rage 
To a more cruel tjTant, merciless want ! 
My father's sins have press'd him down so low, 
He stoops to eat the charitable bread 
Of a poor aged man, Peneus by name. 
Ant. I knew that man: oh I that's a good old 

man! 
PA*. Where he conceals my father, I know not; 
He would not trust the secret with my youth, 
For fear I should be cheated by ill men ; 
Bat from my &ther oft he presents brings. 
Such as his miserable fortune yields ; 
Their chief est value is my father's love. 
Now shall I steal thee from thy father's court. 
And cannot give thee for it a poor cave ! 

Ant. I foresaw this, and all my jewels brought : 
Those with our love will make a great estate. 
Phi. Oh ! you kind gods ! which way have I 

deserv'd 
Such wondrous love, from such a wondrous maid 1 
Ant. What have I done with 'em t 1 have 

'em not 

I have not lost 'em sure. 

I left 'em in my chamber, I did. ill, 
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For I abbco- to thrust my head again 
Within that cursed house, vhich is a sink 
Where Jove throws all the scum of all ill stars ; 
And furies watch'd my absence, I'm afraid, 
To set my jewels in Bome baleful charm : 
But I'll go fetch 'em ; hide ! oh ! hide, my dear I 
Down to the darkeet oomer of the vault 

Phi. Oh ! let me see thee, as long as ere I can, 
^nt. No, no, 'tis dangerous : down, down, my 
love ! 
Oh 1 cave, be faithful to thy precions trast, 
And all the youthful lovers in the world, 
With flow'iy wreaths shall crown thy rocky brow. 
Shall make a temple of thee, and adore 
Night's little picture that adorns thy walls, 
Might lover's goddess, and etonal friend. 
Farewell, my love ! 

Pfd. Farewell my dear! — My eyes [Ex. ^tU. 
Are fastened to her steps, and I must look 
What ere it cost me. 

Enter a Captain of Ihe Ovard with a Ovard, and 
seize PHiuaxHENES. 

Caipt. And 'twill cost thee dear. 

PhL Betray'd 1 ha 1 What are you I 

Copt King Atreus' Guard. 

Phi. Oh I I am lost ! 

Capt. Indeed young man, thou art 
So lost, I pity tnee ; and would it cost 
No life but mine, by heaven, I'd set thee free. 
But were it known 'twould cost a thousand lives. 
My single life would to the raging King 
Be biit like a little pillar to the sea. 
Not stop the waves, but make 'em foam the more ; 
And that 'twill be discovered is as sure 
As there are spies and villuns in a court. 
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Phi. What have I done, the King should seek 

1117 life 1 
Capt. Thf father sin'd both for himself and 

thee. 
Phi. I from my father receive no eetatie, 
"Tis hard I should inherit all his faults. 

Capt. May the King use thee as thou dost 

deserve. 
Phi. Since you have so much pity, I dare beg 
For my dear love, whom I must see no more 1 
I know you overheard our talk I 
Capt. We did. 

Phi. Oh I spare her life ; and do not tell the 
King 
She loves unhappy m& 

Capl. No, no, dear youth ! 
For our own sakes we'll hide it from the King : 
Small trust he'd put in us, if he should find 
His daughter false. 

Phi. She is not false I but fete 

Deals ill with her, to caet her love on me. 

Capt. Ah I cruel chance, that brought me to 
this cave. 
To ruin this unhappy lovely pair. 

Phi, Ah 1 poor Antigone I ah 1 wretched me ! — 
[Sx. Phil, with the gvard. 

At anothiT door etUer AntigoNE. 
Ani. Methought complaining sounds came from 
the cave ; 
The sounds of differing voices were compos'd ; 
I'm in a horrid agony with fear I 
I cannot stay, yet forward dare not go. 
Forward I must ; how deadly cold I am, 
As if death stood between the cave and me I 
If I meet not my love, I shall with death : 
He is not in the cave : where ia he wander'd ) — 
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My love ! PhilietlieneB — my love, my love ! 
Where art thou hid t Come hither ! I am here, 
Antigone is here ! — my love — my love I 
Oh I nothing anewers : he is seiz d— he's loBt ! — 
[She falls in a swoon. 

Enter Peseus. 

Pen. Ha ! what is she, that sleeps in open air t 
Indeed the place is far from any path, 
But what conducts to melancholy thoughts; 
But those are beaten roads about this court. 
Her habit calls her noble Grecian maid, 
But her sleep says sbe is a stranger here. 
AIL birds of night build in this court, but sleep ; 
And sleep is Ifere made wild with loud complaints, 
And flies away Irom all ; I wonder how 
This maid has brought it to her lure so tame. 

AnL Oh ! my Philisthenes I 

Pen. She wakes to moan ; 

Ay I that's the proper language of this place J 

Anl. My dear, my poor PMlistbenes is seiz'd ! 
I know 'tis so ! oh ! horror 1 death ! hell 1 — oh I 

Pen. I know her now, 'tis feir Antigone ! 
The daughter and tbe darling of the King, 
This is. the lot of all this family. 
Beauteous Antigone I thou know'st me well ; 
I am old Feneus, one who threescore years 
Has lov'd and serv'd thy wretched family ; 
Impart thy sorrows to me, I perhaps. 
In my wide circle of experience, 
May find some counsel that may do thee good. 

Ani. Ob ! good old man ! how long have you 
been heret 

Pen. I came but now. 

Ani. Oh I did you see this way 

Poor young Philisthenes t you know him well 

Pm. Tby uncle's son t Thyestea' eUest son 
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Ant. The same I the same I 
Pen. No, all the gods forbid 

I should meet him bo near thy father's court. 
Anl. Oh I he was here oae cureed minute past. 
fen. What brought him hither t 
Ant. Love to wretched me. 

Our ■warring fathers never ventiir'd more 
For bitter hate, than we for innocent love. 
Here, hut a minute past, the dear yputh lay; 
Here in this hrambly cave lay in my arms ; 
And now he's seiz'd I oh 1 miserable me I 

[She tears her liairi 
Pen. Why dost thon rend that beauteous orna- 
ment 1 
In what has it offended 1 hold thy bands I 
Ajil. Oh 1 father ! go and plead for the poor 
youth I 
Ko one dare speak to the fierce King hut you. 
Pen. And no one near speaks more in vain 
than I ; 
He spurns me from his presence like a dc^. 

Ant. Oh 1 then 

Pen. She taints 1 she swoons . — I fri^tened 
her I 
Oh ! I spoke indiscreetly ! — daughter ! child ! 
Antigone ! I'll ^ ! — indeed — I'U go ! — 
AtU. There is no help for me in heaven or 

earth. 
Pen. There is, there is ! despair not, sorrowful 
maid. 
All will be well — Fm going to the Kin^, 
And will with powerful reasons bind his hands, 
And something in me says I shall prevail. 
But to whose care shall I leave thee meanwhile ? 
For, oh I I dare not trust thee to thy grief. 

Ani. I'll be dispoe'd of, Father, as you please, 
TUl I receive the blest or dreadful doom.. 
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Pen. Then eome, dear daaghtw t lew upon toj 
arm, 
Whicli old and weak is stroiiger yet than thine, 
Thy youth has known more sorrow than my age. 
I never heSr of grief but when I'm here ; 
But one day'« diet here of aigha and tears, 
Returns me elder home by many years. 

[Ex. Pea., Ant. 

Scene II., th^ Coarl. 
Enltr Atreus, Captain of the Guard. 
AtT. Thyestes' eldest son fallen in my hands I 
I find the gods are tired with holding up 
The ponderous villain loi^ above my sword. 
And mean to let him fall in the meanwhile 
They fling hia race like vipers from their hands. 
Bring in the youth ! 

Enter Guard with PhilisthENES. 
How now, boy i what affair. 
What vast afiair, in value worth a life, 
Made thee adventure to this d&ngeroue place t 

Phi. Love to my native soil. I came to sea 
The Court and kingdom of my ancestors. 
And this great palace where I had my birth : 
For I was told King Atreus was so good. 
He pardon'd and forgot his brother's faults. 

Air. How bold ai^ ready art thou in a lie ! 
Who could inform thee I had pardon'd faults 
Which cannot be forgiven by men or goda ) 
To what strange thing didst thou believe me tum'd, t 
To a tame beast t no beast but loves revenge : 
To a mild god 1 he cannot be a god 
That wants revenge. 'Tis a m)if b chief delight, ■ 
They mark it for their own. what then, a tree 1 
Alaa ! why did not thy good father come 
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And whore my wife under my bawdy shade f 

So damb a husband need not have been fear'd, 

Nor Buch a piece of lumber of a King. 

And thou didat come to cut me down, in hopes 

My subjects were as weaiy of my life, ' 

As thy lewd horrid father has made me. 

fhi. I scorn an act so villanous and biue. 

Atr. What crowd ia this a^aembled in my 
breast 1 
My soul's a theatre with furies fill'd. [Atide. 

The ghastly throng fling all their eager looks 
Upon a table spread with mangled limbs, 
And smoking bowls o'er-gorg'd with reeking blood ; 
Their eyes grow larger with the pleasing sight ; 
And the deluded guest, who eats his son, 
Stamps all their <meekB with a malicious smile. - 
The vision takes ! the story's great and brave, 
rU give it my revenge to copy out. 
Kow with my daughter I'll entice this youth 
To cheat his father with a proffer'd crown. 
To meet a crown he'd rush on thundring Jove, 
Flunge in the sea when winds and hillowa fight, 
Or on deep quicksands, that would swallow hills ; 
Nay, worse tnan all these join'd, — he would meet 

me — 
Yes, and he shall \-^aside.) — Philisthenes, bold 

youth I 
Something in thee has made Jriends in my heart, 
Who by ^ain force have master'd my revenge, 
After a lon^ and fierce and dubious fight, 
And make it bow to ofier thee thy life. 
What s^st thou, youth 1 Hast thou a mind to live ? 

Pki. Let nature answer for me. 

Air. But to live 

On the ill terms of being friends to me 1 

PhL What god puts those good thoughts into 
your soul T 
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■4fr, Thy own desert ; I love thee, noble youth. 

Fhi. Oh I I am overwhehn'tL 

[fFeeps, and folia at the Kin^i feet. 

Air. The sweet youth weeps, 
And proetrates at my feet ; this must not be. 
Kise, rise, my own best blood, my own best self, 
The hope and pillar of our falling house I 
What wilt thou disobey my first command t 

Phi. Which of the beat of gods have done this 



As soon as ever I beheld thy eyes. 
Something flew from 'em, like a charming god. 
And bid uie furies leave my troubled breast ; 
They struggled hard, but now they are all gone ; 
And now my heart is free for all my friends. 
Oh ! that I had thy father in my arms, 
In what perfection would be my full joy 1 

Phi And can you be so excellent to foi^ve 
My father too ) 

Jtr, ' Ay ! sooner than myselfl 

My barb'rous rage I never shall foi^ve. 

Phi. How good are you! For you had- been 
most kind, 
When you most heavily was wroi^d. 

Atr. No more ! 

Dear youth, let all thy father's errors die ; 
My mortal spite shall only he at them, 
And his too lasting hatred. Would I knew 
Where my poor wandering exil'd brother rov'd, 
That I might send, or rather go myself 
To court him to my arms, and to a crown, 
To be my friend, and be my King, his turn. 

PU. And do you mean it. Sir 1 

A,ir. That is unkind I 

Dost thou suspect my truth 1 
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Phi. I do not, Sir ; 

But I am so traDsported with my joy, 
I tnow nob what I tliiiilc, or what I eay. 

Atr. Then knoVat thou where thy father ia, 
dear youth 1 ' 

PAt. I do not, Sir; but good old Peneua does. 

Air. Doea he, indeed i 

Phi. Tee, my poor father. Sir, 

Has all his bread from him. 

jiir. Oh I false old rogue ! — [aside. 

Alas ! poor brother, art thou fall'n so low. 
To live upon old servant's broken meat 1 
But, good old Peneua, thou giv'st what thou hast. 
By afi the gods thou shalt have thy reward. 
See, here he comes ! Come hither, pious man I 

JEnier pENEUS. 
Pen. What meuis this change 1 [asidei 



I am to give thee tl . 
For my own innocence, my brother's life ; 
It seems, 'tis thou hast hid him from my rage, 
And given him bread, and starv'd my fierce revenge. 

Pen. Who told you this f 
. Atr. , Nay, be not startled, man ; 

No other hurt is meant thee than my love : 
But Pm so bad a man, men shun my love. 
And think the gods curse all whom I embrace. 

Pen. I'm Bure you once were good, but potent 

. wrongs 
To flaming vengeance grappled yon so fast, 
I thought no art or strength could set you free. 

Air. A tbous^id things conspir'd thy strong 
advice : 
The tempting sight of this most noble yonth ; 
And last my nature tired with standing bent 
Always to ill, bowed down by force of wrongs. 
Starts up for ease, to its own posture, love 1 
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Love of my brother, this dear youth his son ; 
Arid of my sov'reign happiness, my wife ! 
What think you, sirs, did I not love my wife 1 

Fen. Your passion for her iiatred shew'd your 
love ; 
Though some believe she's wrong'd as much as you. 

Atr. Faulty or not, so powerftil was my love. 
My wounded dying love had greater strength 
Than all my rage in it^ most vigorous youth. 
And held me from her life, that still slie lives. 
Tis true, in heavy sorrow, so she ought, 
If she offended, aa I fear she has; 
Her hardships though she owes to her own choice. 
I've often offer'd her my useless couch ; 
For what is it to me 1 I never sleep ; 
But for her bed she chases the htird floor. 
My table is spread for her, I never eat ; 
And she'll take nothing but what feeds her grief. 
Hair-cloth and chains she wears, but by that means 
She makes me wear 'em, 'cause I feel her pains. 

PfU. Oh I how report has wrong'd this excellent 
King ! 

Atr. But now I've hopes to see my brother's 
face: 
My spacious arms extend to heaven and hell. 
And Fve the choice of both, which is soon made. 
Oh Peneus ! bring my brother to my arms, 
And greater joy shall lift, the downcast head 
Of Prop's house than ever it beheld. 
I'll give my daughter to my brother's eon. 
And then our joys are fatiten'd at the root. 

PA). I shall mn mad with joy. [Aside. 

PejL Is not this art 1 [Aside. 

Methinks on this so fine carved pedestal, 
Animage with two faces I discern. 

Atr. Dear Peneus, hasten on thy embassy ! 

Fen. An embassy that's worthy of a god ; . 
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And would I were a god, that I might God 

The wanderins prince, and finish tms bleet work. 

Air, Know^ thou not where he ia then t 

Phi. Oh ! yea, dr. 
Ah, FeneuB I why do yon distruat the King ] 

Ptn. Ah I poor deluded youth. [Aside. 

AtT. He fearg I'm false ; 
I blame him not, for I am a bad man : 
I deEerve all the wrongs £ have endured. 
All I desire is leave to pardon wrongs. 

Phi. Oh I father of my father, thou whose great 
And pious charity preserved his life. 
Do not destroy us all by needless doubts. 

Pen. Gods ! guide me in this doubtful laby- 
rinth. \_Aside. 
Let me not b« misguided by vain donbl^ 
To be the death of seeming new-bom joy : 
Bnt if the King dissembles, oh, good gods ! ' 
Let not my age, and this unknowing youth. 
Be worse misguided both, to be the death 
Of his dear father he, I of my friend, 

Atr. The wary, wise old man distrusts me stilL 
Oh ! brother, thou hast Mends, but I have none. 

Pen. Yes ! I am sir, your friend as much ae his ; 
But more to &ith and honesty than both. 

Air, Well, I will put my kingdom in thy hands. 
Behind the palace, in a sacred field, 
Secured by twenty walls, and watch'd by guards, 
Bests all Uie fortune of our royal house ; 
A shining ram whose yellow fleece is gold. 
The san£ of Tagua are not half so rich. 
Whoever has possession of this beast 
Has all the fortune of our house in pawn ; 
An hostage all oar gods cannot redeem. 
They are in perfect friendship with that prince 
To whom they send this wealthy minister. 

Pen. By long experience, sir, I know all this. 



ciq mod t, Google 



[A field discovered; a golden ram smti in Ike 
head of a flock of fheep ; a guard roand the 
field ; thty hrirtg the ram to the King. 

Peneus, this preeeot to my brother bear, 
Aa a rich pledge of mj eternal love. 
Give it to him on no condition 
But that he come and take his turn to reigo. 



Pen. Whether I dream or no. 

Phi. Oh I on my knees, 
I beg with tears suspect the Kin^ no more. 
Fve bad no joy in aU my youth till now ; 
And now, good fortune, like & noon-day sun. 
Breaks out upon me ; if with cloudy doubts 
You darken all again I shall run mad. 

Air. I'll say no more. Be witnesses, ye gods ! 
If never joy come more under this roof. 
If it be any, any fault of mine. 

Phi Sir, I will bear you witness the short while 
My poor life lasts — which lies in Peneus' hands — 
If he will still keep up this wall of doubt 
Tween joy and me, I m at my journey's end. 
Besolve me, Peneus, will you let me die 1 

Pen. No, but I quickly shall ; my feeble age 
Can never climb up this high hill of joy. 
But I shall faint before I reach the top. 
Howe'er I'U go as far as e'er I can ; 
111 send — for bring is too much joy for me 
(Most excellent King) — your brother to your arms. 
But I go hence so aurfeited with joy 
I shall not live to see you any more. 

Atr.Ob] stay, thou richest blessing of our house! 
The dear Phimthenes shall go alona 
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Pen. He is to hie father -wonderfully dear; 
But he is young, his Father may distrust 
The weakness of his soft and easy youth ; 
My wary faithful ^e he will not doubt. 
Thus I muat go myself. Farewell, good King ! 

Atr. Farewell, thou pious, sacred, blest old man ! 
Farewell sweet youth ! heneeforwaiiiB my dear son. 

Phi. Sir, I would call you — coold I speak for 
tears — 
Father, uid giver of my best new life. 

AIt. My dear Antigone shall know thy love ; 
111 teU such stories of thee, thou shalt find 
At thy return her love exceeding thine. 

Phi. Peneus, thy hand ! I am so stunn'd with joy 
I cannot see my way. 

Air. My chariot there 1 
And guards attend 'em. Farewell, to you both ! 

[ETxunt Pen., Phi. 
I think I've counterfeited rarely well. 
He who would rule so damn'd a world as this, 
Where so many dissembling villains dwell. 
Must cheat the devil, and out-dissemble helL [Ensl. 



Act hi. 

Scene I., the OiU-j/atei of a pison. 

Erder Antigone, ailended by two women. 

Ant. I'm torn, I'm torn I by sorrow, rage, de- 
spair ! 
No tidings yet of my Pbilisth^ies. 
I dare not, dare not ask, le«t on my head 
I pull the thunder of some dreadful news. 
Like a low vale between two raging seas, 
Of fear and hope, I lye, and hourly ^ffKt 
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A deluge of delight, or of despair. 
But oil J the seas roll fastest from despair ; 
For I like not this new and strange command 
Sent from my father, to come visit here. 
In her sad prison, the afflicted Queen. 
For if she sinn'd as some believe, I hate 
To call her mother, but of late she was 
' A hated, out-cast, and forbidden thing. 
My father would not auifer to come near 
This dolefiil dwelling anything he lov'd. 
Then he has heard our love, and is enraged ; 
If so, my dear PhUisthenes is dead, 
And with my mother I'm condemn'd to die. 
It must be so I I grow exceeding ill. 

1st Worn. Oh 1 help ! the Princess ! help ! she 
iaints away. 

Ani. No matter what I do — let me alone I 
Oh I my Philisthenes ! 'twill not be long 
£re I be with thee I — Call the men that guard 
The Queen, n^ wretched mother. 

Ist Worn. Ho I within ! 

Elder a Keeper, 

Kee^. Who calls 1 

\st Wmi. Come to the Princess ! 

Ke^. What's her will 1 

Ard. Know you this signet 1 

Keep. Yes, it is the King's ! 

Ani. I must have entrance here. 

Keep. Madam, you shaU. 

Ant. Let the Queen know that by the King's 
command 
I come to wait on her. 

Keep. Ill tell the Qneen. [ExM. 

Ant. Now, gods, prepare me for th* afflicting 
sight ! 
For if report be true, the alter'd Queen 
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Ib the most doleful object in the world. 

The scene is drawn, the queen in hair-doth, chains at 

her legs, she lyes on the ground, a lamp burning by her. 

Qa. My daughter see me by the King's command t 
What does he mean 1 no good to us, I fear. 

AtU. Is that the Queen 'i is that mymotherl oh! 

Qu. My daughter there) Antigone! my child! 
\liises and emJyraces her. 

Ani. Ah 1 mother 1 

Qu. Daughter ! 

Ant. O ! my tears ! my tears I 
I cannot speak ! 

Qa. "Weep in my bosom, child, 
And let thy poor sad mother weep in thine. 
Come rest thy self, my daughter t sit thee down 
, On the hard floor, thy mother's only bed. 
And hear the moumfuU'st story in the world. 

Ant. Oh ! mother ! mother 1 

Qtt. Oh I my loVd, my dear. 
My precious comfort, dearer than my life. 
My life ! what is my miserable life t 
Dear as my life was in my happy state. 
And happy ! oh ! too happy once I was ; 
My massy happiness tired out my fete, 
It cou'd not carry it to my lives' end. 
Never did woman love a man more dear 
Than I once did, and still do love the King ■ 
Be witness all the gods to what I say ! 
And ne'er was woman more b^oVd by man 

Than I was by the King, until oh ! child, 

I cannot speak how sadly I have been wrong'd. 

Ant. Oh ! my dear mother I I believe you 
indeed, 
All the gods know I ne'er thought otherwise. 

Qu. Thyestes ! oh I hell is in that name. 
Me his own brother's wife, hia dear loVd wife, 
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Me whom his brother trusted to his care, 
Brutishly foro'd 

Ant. Oh ! horrid 1 

Qu. And then sought 
To get, by fraud, the sacre<I golden fleece, 
The monument and instrument of fate, 
To gain the kingdom to secure his sin, 
And retain me a pris'ner for his lust. 

Ant. All this I ve heard, and ever did believe ; 
But no kind god wou'd ere convey this faith 
Into my father's soul. 

Qu. Oh ! no, my child ; 
Then think, oh I think vhat are thy mother's 

wrongs; 
And what her dismal alter'd sad estate. 

Ant. Oh ! goda ! was ever any thing so sad 1 

Qu. Oh I I have known the time I'd not have let 
Such dirty earth as this come near my feet, 
Which now is all the lodging that I have : 
I wou'd not once have vext my curious eye 
With seeing such a gannent as I wear. 
Nor suffer'd to have come into my sight 
So vile a creature as my self appears. 

Ant. No more, no more, dear mother ! 

Qu. Oh ] my child. 
These outward pains are pleasures, when compar'd 
With what I feel within me ; for the loss 
Of all my honour and my husband's love. 
The heavens are not so spotless as my soul, 
Nor gods so fond of heaven as I of him ; 
Yet am I thought a strumpet, nay, a lewd 

Incestuous monstrous strumpet ! furies 1 hell I 

Stand from me, child, for I shall do thee hurt ; 
My wits are going ; when I think of this 

They always leave me stand away, dear child ! 

Wlio says I am a stmmpet 1 is it thou i 
Liar I 'tis well I have thee in my arms, i ... 
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I'll throw thee piece-meal to the furies thus ! 

[Tears herself, jlni. holds her hands. 
AtU. Oh ! mother ! mother ! 'tis yourself you 

Qa. How DOW, contend with me 1 This \& a 

whore 1 

Atii. Help, the Queen's mad 1 

Qt*. Ay ! help me from a whore 
That comes to get my husband from my xcm». 
Oh ! this is right the picture of the age, 
A shining strumpet, and a tatter'd wife 
Indeed ! and am I thus abus'd for thee 1 
Some water there I I'm burnt out o' my bed, 
My husband's arms, by a hot flaming whore. 

Atd. Oh I mother ! mother 1 Tm Antigone ! 
Your daughter ! oh ! the Queen will kill me ! help ! 

Qii. The fire goes out ! alloo ! the ashes fly ! 

\Pvils sojne loose ornaments from Ant. 
So, now in the King's arms I will go sleep. [Falls. 

Ant. Help ! help I the Queen ! what are there 
none in call t 
Ha ) her heart strongly beats, breath comes and 

Upon life's errant, with no little force. 
Then all is well, I hope ! she sweetly sleeps ; 
Her raving spirit's in a wild uproar. 
Thrust her in tumults to the vaults of sleep. 
Then shut the door with violence upon her. 
Sleep on, dear mother 1 heal thy wounded mind 
With these sweet balmy slumbers ; though, alas, 
"Tis only heal'd for new and deeper wounds. 
Oh ! were there ever two so innocent. 
And yet so miserable as we are 1 

ErUer Kebpee. 
Ke^. "Where is the Queen 1 
Ant. Itece, peace, she's fallen asleep I 
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Keep. The King is coming here to visit her. 

Ant. The King 1 

Ke^p. The King I 

Ani. See, in her deep she smilea, 
Her spirite rebound at mentioning a name 
That haa Buch sweet agreement with her sddI ; 
As strings when tun'd alike, if one be touch'd 
The other leaps ; and now she starts, as if 
She fain wou d break through all the gates of sleep 
To meet the voice that bears the pleasing sound. 
And now, she wakes I 

Qu. Oh 1 I have had a eweet 
Reviving slumber ; not these many months 
Have I been ao refresh'd. Antigone I 
Now I perceive whence I had all my rest ; 
From the delight my soul did take in thee. 
But, oh ! my child 1 was I not very ill 
Before I slept f did I no hurt at all % 

Ant. Yes, to your self I fear. 

Qa. If that he all, 
It is no matter ; 'tis as it shou'd be, 
I am the centre of all miseries. 
That wander from me, leave their proper course. 

Enter Women wUh a rich robe, a^ other attires. 

Worn. Madam, the King 

Gm. The King, ha I what of him % 

fFom. Sends you these robes, and begs you 
wou'd be pleas'd 
With these to hide your misery from his aight. 
And let the wondrous joy he means to take 
In seeing you, be pure from any grief. 

Qu, Will he see me 1 and can the sight of me 
Be joy to him 1 why does he tell me this ) 
He does not well to make the miseries 
Of his poor ruin'd, injur'd wife, his eport 
I love him dearly, witneas all ye gods I 
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Aid. Oh I mother I mother ! sudden beams of 
hope 
Shine out upon me. Oh I there is a change I 

Worn. Madam, upon our lives we tell f ou buth, 
The stonn-tosa'd Kmg is on the sudden calnL 
We know not what shou'd charm the hillows down, 
Except the good old Peneus. 

Afd. Oh ! no doubt 
It was the wisdom of that wond'rous man. 

EfdN Keeper. 

Keep. The King is near 1 

Qa,. Fling the robe loosely o'er ! 
I never yet dissembled with the King, 
Nor hid from him was ever yet my heart ; 
The wretch I am, let his own eyes behold, 
I ne'er deserved to be thus cast away. 

Enter AlREVS attended : The Queen kneels. 
Air. Kneeling ) this must not be 1 Bise, madam, 

rise ! 
Qu. I do not kneel, sir, as a criminal, 
But as an innocent poor woman, thrown 
By grievous wrongs into a state unfit 
For you to see ; I £alt upon the earth 
To hide my self, and save your generous heart 
From the affliction it must bear to see 
My woful change, whether deaerv'd or not 
Atr. Kneeling's a state I cannot bear to see. 
Qa. Yon may be, sir, assur'd I'll quit it then. 

{Chaira broitght. 
Air. Now seat your self ! Madam, I think you'll 
own 
I loved you well. 

Qu. I were ungrateful else : 
And I lov'd you as dearly, the gods know, 
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-And I hare ever been your faithful wife, 
And ne'er deserv'd to lose that glorious name. 

Atr, Well, madam, I will shew I lore you still 
If you have wrong'd me, be it to your self, 
The gods foigive you freely, as I do : 
If not, gods bring your innocence to light. 

Qu. Oh ! gods I good gods I grant ! gnint I so 
good a prayer. 

jitT. However^ madam, whatsoe'er you be. 
All things are so forgot, as if the gods 
Had made a. Queen o purpose for my love. 
And you were newly come out of their hands. 
Just when they finish'd you, and said, 'tis well, 
We cannot add one beauty to our work ; 
So I receive you to my arms and heart. 

Qu. Oh ! this is too much joy for me to bear I 
You build new palaces on broken walls. 

Air. Madam, eternal gates are lock'd and 
bar-d 
On all past deeds, ne'er to be open'd more. 
By this new happy meeting of our lips. 
Which have been stiangerB now these many 

months. 
You are as dear to me, as when you came 
A fond young beauteous virgin to my arms. 

Qu. How bounteous are the gods in the rewards 
Of suffering innocence 1 

Ak. Oh ! my dear Queen ! 
iNever admit ^>ast suffering in thy thoughts, 
I'll have this joyful day without one cloud, 
And joy shall shine through all my femily : 
Even my brother shall not want his share. 

Qu. Your brother ! 

Atr. Yes, I can forgive even him ; 
Nay, have invited him home to my Court, 
Both to receive my pardon and my love. 

Qu. Invite that wicked man home to your Court 
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Air. You do not know how dearly once we 
iov'd. 

Qu. Nor you believe how much he iniur'd me. 

Atr. I know his violent desires by mine ; 
We were so one, one fire must burn us both, 
And where fire comes all things asunder fall ; 
Our union ruin'd us, but I'll build 
Our friendship more magnificent than ever, 

©M. Thjen will my life as wretched be as ever ; 
The sight of him will, like a wiuter cloud, 
Darken and &eeze the joy I have in you, 

Air. 1 send not home for him who did yon 
wrong, 
But him whose penitence has done you right. 
Wicked Thyestes yon shall ne'er see more ; : 

But new Thyestes so to goodness clumg'd, 
You will know nothing of him but his name. 
Oppose not then what aU the gods design, . 
These breaches threaten ruin to our house ; 
But the good gods design our house sliatl stand. 
Did you ne'er see a weather-beaten wall 
Breed up young ivy to support its age ? 
By heavenly care from this bad man is sprung 
An excellent race, to bind our friendBidp close. 
And stop up all the breaches in our house. 
The gods ne'er made a more accomplish'd youth 
Than his sweet eldest son, Fhilisthenes. 

Afit. Oh ! gods ! 

Air. And I have sworn to many him 
To my beloved child, Antigone. 

AiU. With all the pleasing wonder mixt with 
dread, [Aside. 

I now behold a shining god descend. 
Have I been looking for tius glorious news, 
'Tis lighted on me, and I'm overwhelm'd. 

Atr. Child ! you have seen your noble Idnaman 
oft, 
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Wliat think yoa of him I Could yon love him t speak ! 
jint. My thou^ts are aiwaya in your keeping, 

Air. Well anawer'd, dau^ter : love your kine- 
man then, 
Give him your heart ! but ^ve him not such hold 
But you may take it back, if ill should chance, 
And ill may happen. I have aent the youth 
With good old Peneua, to invite to Court 
My exil'd "brother ; if he shou'd not come 
I ehould relapse into my grief again. 
The noble youth, at parting, left with me 
A wealthy token for you, hia dear love : 
But you 'shall take no preaente &om the son, 
Unless the father first accept of mine, 
Which, for my comfort, beg of heaven he may. 

Ant. Oh I how devoutly will I make l^at 
prayer I 

Qu. Oh I wondroue goodness I 

Air. Now, my dearest wife. 
And my Antigoue, embrace me both! 

Qu. Oh! sir! 

Ant. Oh 1 father ! 

Air. Oh I my perfect joy, 
Come let oar new-bom pleasures breathe sweet air ; 
This room's too vile a cabinet for gold. 
Then leave, for ever, love, this doleful place, 
Leave too behind thee al! thy sorrows here. 
And dresB thy self as this great day requires ;. 
'Twill be thy daughtet^s nuptials, and I dreamt 
The sun himself would be aaham'd to come 
And be a guest in his old tamish'd robe. 
But leave my Court t' enlighten all the globe. [Ex. 

Scene IL, a Cave in a desart. 

Entef Thyestes. 

Thy. Aatonishment I confuaion 1 bow came I 
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To be the horrid villain that I was t 

I had it not from nature ; if I had, 

Why did it not break out in many years 1 

How could I cany such a load of sin 

And feel no pain 1 did custom dull my sense ) 

No, for as soon as e'er my greedy eyes, 

Numb'ring the treaaures of my brother's bed, 

Had stol'n more appetite than I could appease, 

I bowed beneath the weight, and could not rest 

Till I had laid it on his bed again. 

Perhaps I feit no sin, because I hv'd 

In th' element of sin, my brother's Court. 

Things in' their element lose all their weight ; 

Water in water feels as light as air. 

No, 'twas not that ; I was the first that brought 

Incest and treason to my brother's Court. 

From my own self came all my villany ; ■ 

Had I not been a dunghill, beauty might 

Have shin'd as wholesomely on me as others. 

I loath, detest my self, and fly mankind, 

Counting the worst of men too good for me. 

Hark 1 1 hear voices I nay, and I see men ; 

They're very near me too. I'll hide my head. 

Thy, goes tnfo a cave. Enter Peneus and 
Phiusthenis. 
Pen. Here dwells your father I 
Phi. In this wilderness J 
Pm. Here, in this cave ! 
Phi. Ah ! lonely, poor abode. 
Pen. Tifi his own choice. I proffer'd him my 
honse, 
Where I had rooms to hide, and ways to fly, 
In case of danger ; but he rather chose 
This melanchoUy desart, and this cave. 
I'll call him out to you, Thyestes I ho I 
Ho ! Prince Thyestea ! know you not the voice 
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Enier Thykatks. 

Thy. PeneuB here I 

PAj. Is that my father 1 oh! how sadly chang'd ! 

Thy. Who hast thou here, old friend 1 

Phi. One you may truBt, 
Half your own self, your son Fhilisthenes. 

Thy. My son I 

PAi. My father 1 

Thy. Welcome to my arms, ' 
My hope, my comfort ! Time has roll'd ahout 
SevenJ months eince I have seen thy face, 
And in its progress has done wond'roue things. 

Pki. Strange things indeed, to chase you to this 
sad 
Dismal abode ; nay, and to age I think. 
I see that wint«r thrusting it self forth. 
Long, long, before its time, in silver hairs. 

Thy. My fault, my son : I would be great and 
high! 
Snow lies in summer on some mountain tops. 
Ah ! son, I'm sorry for thy noble youth, 
Thou hafit so bad a lather ; I'm afraid 
Fortune will quarrel with thee for my sake. 
Thou wilt derive unhappiness from me. 
Like an hereditary 111 disease. 

Phi. Sir, I was bom when you were innocent. 
And all the ill you have contracted since. 
You have wrought out by painful penitence, 
For healthy joy returns to us again; 
Nay, a more vigorous joy than e'er we had. 
Like one recover'd from a sad disease, 
Nature for damage pays him double cost, 
And gives him fairer flesh than what he lost. 

Pen. Your son, Philisthenes, has told you truth -. 
The King, your brother, by what god ti^nsform'd 
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He has no memoiy of all errors past, 
Except his own ; the chief of which he counts 
His too immoderate pasBiou for rerenge. 

Thy. And can this be t 

Fen. Will I not tell you truth 1 

Thy. By thy own goodness; art thou not de- 
ceiv'd) 
Thou dwell'st in open truth, and when thou com'st 
Among dark men, thou know'at not what they are. 

Pen. Oh ! sir, my reason is not dim with age, 
What e'er my eyes are; time which steals out sight 
Is, for the thievery by nature, sign'd, 
To make us recompence in inward light. 
Know, sir, I did not lend your brother faith 
Without a pawn, as wealthy as his crown ; 
The golden I'am 1 let this prevail, not I. 

Thy. I stand amaz'd 1 for what would this pre- 
vail 1 

Fen. To make you glorious in your brothel's 
throne, 
Your brother happy in the sight of yon. 

Phi. And me in the possession of my love : 
I love his daughter, fair Antigone, 
And he has sworn to place her in my arms, 
Wlien ever to his arms I can bring you. 

Thy. This is too much I a man that would 

His famish'd friend, would never cram him thus : 
He choaks my faith with got^ing it too fast, 
And Burieits sickly iriendahip with a feast. 
Fen. Can you suspect, when you have such a 

pledge t 
Thy. U the Ring be so good, 'twere a new 
treason 
To blast him with my sight. 
Fen. Your penitence 
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BestoreB entirely all your innocence, 

And now your presence would restore yonr joys. 

Thi/. Things are miscoll'dj I ne'er was blest till 
now. 
When I was great, I had not one delight : 
Who needs a taster has small joy in tAste : 
Who needs a guard for safety, ne'er are safe, 
And who needs watching, has but little rest 
What solitude so bad as throngs of knaves t 
What dwelling so uneasy as is his, 
Who in a thousand rooms can take no rest. 
Till his proud palace has beat back a Bea, 
And lifted up a forest on its brow i 
Say poison come not in a prince's cup. 
Care will, and that's as bad ; aay care should not, 
IntempOTance may, which ia as bad as both ; 
A ling ring poison that consumes our time. 
Our nights in drunkenness, our days in sleep. 
Say he ne'er see the bloody face of war, 
A thousand dishes are a dangerous camp. 
Where very often men have met with death 
Among those, fair pretended friends of life ; 
Nor is his rest the more for silent peace, 
In calms of peace, when all without is still 
Factions within will make a kingdom reel. 

Pen. No doubt these evils and a thousand more 
Attend on royal greatness ; but, what then 1 
Will you adventure nothing for your friends t 

Phi. Oh ! father t humbly on my knees I beg, 
Go to the King ! if for my sake alone. 

Thy. For thy dear sake alone I fear to go, 
I fear to make thee guilty of my blood. 

Pen. What reason have you to distrust the 
Kingt 

Tky. He has had heavy wrongs, and no revenge. 

Pen. Is poverty and exile no revenge 1 
Shame and repentance is revenge enough 
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To a good man. 

Thy. It cannot be denied. 

Pen. Can vou not Bay he once was a good man 1 

Thy. The beet of Kings, and brothers I 

Pen. Did he e'er 
Sbev any hate to you, till yon wrong'd him i 

Thy. Oh ! never ! never I 

Pew. Did he then requite 
Your hate bo ill, aa you retum'd his lore t 

Thy. Oh I no ! 

Pea. Why judge you then of him ho ill ! 
Since you could make him turn from good to ill, 
May not the gods turn him from ill to good 1 

Thy. It cannot be denied. 

ftw. Are you not tum'd 1 
Would you fain act your crimefi all o'er again 1 

Th/y. I'd rather die ! 

Pen. Do you excel him so. 
That goodness shall be reconcil'd to you 
On easy terms, but on no terms with him % 

Thy. I think him a much better man than I. 

Pen. Since you are chang'd, vhy may not he 
be Bol 
I leave it to your choice, believe the King, 
And make up all the breaches of your house, 
Or begin new confusions by your stay ; 
Affront the King, and make him shed the blood 
Of your dear son, and me ypur just old friend, 
Hew nations down to make his way to you. 
Whilst curses in full cry shall hunt you out. 
As the great common mischief of the world. 

Thy. No more, no more, I'm overcome 1 111 go ! 

Pen. Oh ! gods ! I thank you for so good success 
In my good embassy. 

Phi. And in my love. 

Thy. You divine guardians of these innocent 
woods, 
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My only friends of all the heAvenly powers ; 

Who here so faithfully have hid me long, 

And blest my mind with penitence and ease, 

If you can bear the vickedness of Conrta, 

Go with us thither, and preserve us there ! 

Not but my life to justice is a debt ; 

But let not my dear son, and good old friend. 

Prove guiltr of shedding their own blood and mine, 

By undertaking such a good design. 

For who will virtue follow, and obey. 

If when she is their guide n^ien lose their way I 



Act rv. Scene I 
Scene, Siycma. 
Enter Thtestes, Philisthenes, Psneu3. 
Thy. Oh 1 wondrous pleasure to a banish'd man 1 
I feel my loVd, long look'd for native soil ; 
My fonner incest, horrid to be nam'd, 
Gave me not greater pleasure, than this new 
Innocent incest with my mother earth. 
And oh ! my weary eyes, that all the day 
Had from some mountain travell'd toward this 

place, 
Now rest themselves upon the royal towers 
Of that great palace where I had my birth. 
Oh 1 sacred towers I sacred in your height. 
Mingling with clouds, the villas of the gods, 
Whither for secret pleasures they retire. 
Sacred, because you are the work of gods ; 
■ Your lofty looks boast your divine descent. 
And the proud city which lies at your feet. 
And would give place to nothing but to you, 
Owns her onginu is short of yours. 
And now a thousand objects more ride fast 
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On moroing beams, and meet my eyea in tbroi^ 
[Aahoia. 
And eee ! all ArgoB meets me with loud ahoute. 

Phi. Oh I joynil sound. 

Thy. But -with them Atrena too. 

Phi. What ails my father, that he stopa and 
shakes. 
And now ratires t 

Thy. Return with me my son, 
And old friend Peneus, to the honest beasts 
And faithful desart, and well seated caves ; 
The beasts declare their natures without fraud : 
Trees shelter man, by whom they often die, 
And never seek revenge ; no viUany 
Lyes in the prospect of an humble cave. 

Pen. Talk you of villany, of foes and fraud 1 

Thy. I talkof Atreus. 

Pen. What are these to him T 

Thy. Nearer than I am, for they are himself. 

Pen. Gods drire these impious thoughts out of 
your mind. 

Thy. The gods for all our safety put 'em there : 
Eetum, return with me ! 

Pen. Against our oaths % 
I cannot stem the vengeance of the gods. 

Thy. Here are no gods, they've left this dire 
abode. 

Phi. Oh, father ! father I if not for my sake. 
For all our family, all the kingdom's sake, 
Bring your dear fellow exiles peace and joy 
To Argos, who does court 'em with a crown. 
Oh I look upon the splendour of a crown ; 
See from the rising King it dawns this way ! 
Oh ! look upon it, father ! 

Thy. Yes, I do, 
As I have often look'd nponthe sun, 
When I have seen him heave a thooatuid wave* 
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In brinuning spouts, ap to hia lips to drink, 
To spit 'em all in the Bea'e face again ; 
Or on some deeart, where they only serv'd 
To cool a while the thirst of burning sands : 
So are we all by royal splendour suck'd 
Up to the clouds, to be let fall again 
Upon some dreadful unexpected fate. 

Fm. True race of Tantalus ; who parent like 
Are doom'd in midst of plenty to be staiVd. 
His hell and yours differ alone in this ; 
When he would catch at joys they fly from him, 
When glories catch at you, you fly from them. 

Thy. A fit comparison ; our joys and his 
Are lying shadows, which to trust is hell. 
What 1 Shall I trust my brother and a crown. 
Two the uncertain'st things, — I was about 
To say, the falsest things in the whole world i 

Phi. I must be wretched then. 

Tkp. Well, for thy sak^ 
Though I trust not the King, I'll trust the gods. 

EiUer Atbbus, pffinpously attended. 
' Pen. The King is near ! and now his eye is laid 
Firmly upon you, and has seiz'd you fast. 

Apr. The beast is snar'd ! — and I'm as fierce for 
prey [Asidf-. 

Aa the big Spartan dog, when the fell boar 
Lags within reach of his long stretching neck. 
He breaks the couples, from the huntsman gets. 
And knows no master but his love to blood. 
My love to blood will from my fraud get loose : 
But what a thing he is 1 exile and grief 
Serve him so slovenly up to my board. 
It palls my stomach ; but I'll garnish him 
With princely robes. Oh I brother ! to my arms, 
My arms, dear brother ; render me your long 
Desir'd embrace. 
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Thy. Oh ! I have forfeited 
The title of your brother ; do not, air. 
Revile the honour'd name, by giving it 
To me your humble penitent poor alave. 

Ak. Away to everlasting banishment 
The odious memory of all moments past, 
And all their progeny 1 

Thy. I had prepar'd 
Excuses for m^ crimes, and what were truth ; 
£ut this amazing piety and love 
Render me, past excuse, the worst of men. 

AIt. Must these dire thoughts, like Harpies, 
hover round 
Our friendship still 1 hence with 'em to abodes 
More hid from man, than those from whence you 

And rise ! oh, rise to my embrace ! What means 
This low unfitting posture ) 

Thy. It means more 
Than words can speak ; I never kneel'd before. 
Then guess the honour I would pay to you. 

Atr. I in the kindest manner uiisi the sense. 
But do not like the language of the knee ; 
'Tia between brothers an ungrateful tongue. 
Then rise to me, or I will kneel to you ; 
We will be e4iuaL 

Thy. That shall never be : 
I'll rise to your command ; and so I still 
Bow in obedience low, 

AIt. Once more your arms ! 
My dearest brother. 

Thy. My most excellent King. 

Atr. Now dear Philisthenes ! thy arms, sweet 
youth! 

Phi. Sir, give me leave to fall and kiss your 
feet. 

Atr. Indeed it shall not be. 
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Phi. Fray, suffer me 1 

Air. No, hang upon my neck, thou art my son : 
Wilt thou not own the title of my son ? 

PA*. Not own it, sir 1 

'Art. Now last, let me embrace 
The standing bleBsing of our family. 

i Embraces Peneus. 
or this good hour. 
And all my fourscore years a desart road 
Without one joy to ease my pilgrimage, 
This journey's end had made amends for all. 

Air. Good man ! 

Phi. Now father, do you credit us % \To Thy. 

Atr. Still there are clouds that darken my 
delight, 

My brother's garments brother spare my eyes. 

And with these royal ornaments conceal 
These reliques of ddceas'd unhappiness. 

[The aitenda^ give Thyestes rich robes. 

Thy. Sir, these foul garments are the livery 
Of a good master, sorrow for my sins. 

Air. But yon shall have no master in my Court ; 
For with these ornaments receive my crown, 

[Takes his diadem from his head, and gives U to 
Thyestes. 

Thy. A second uam-pation 1 gods forbid I 
If my more fitting garb offend your eyes, 
Let me lye hid among th' attending crowd. 

Art You shall be hid no more. 

Thf,. I'm great enough. 
Whilst yon are so ; friendship so makes me yours, 
In lessening your own self you lessen me. 

Air. It is more great to give than wear a crown. 

Thy. And to refuse more glorious than to give. 
That is the share of greatness I will chuse j 
And you invited me to take my share. 

Atr. I did, then both of ua will be thus great. 
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I in my crown, you in excelling me. 
But see my .<&ope, my dearest Queen. 



Enter the Queen atl&nded, and richly hjnted. 
Vhy. My shame, my horror, my eternal hell I ' 
spacious goodnese, sir, has fEurther 



reach'd 

Than guilt could fly ; and has invited home. 
To all the glories of your Court, a nwui, 
111 boldly tell it him before his face, 
For whom hell has not punishment enough. 
There is a creature, for whom heaven has scarce 
Kewards enow, opi^est with heavy wrongs, 
And is not sutfer'd to breathe open air. 

Air. What is this creature ) 

j^ro. Injur'd innocence ! 
'ft'hich before man and gods I claim for mine. 
And I entreat you, nay, conju^ you, sir, 
Kot as you are my husband, but my King, 
The representative of the just gods, 
To bring my innocence into the lig^t, 
And if the sun himself has not more spots ' 

Atr. You'd have my brother speak your 
innocence 1 
What need 1 I have exactly weigh'd your cause, 

j^ro. Ill have the balance hang'd upon sun- 
beams. 
That heaven and earth may see my innocence. 

Atr. My throne exalte it into all men's view, 

/Ero. Sir, it exalts your goodness and not mine : 
Unless you erown my fame as well as me, 
I only bear the luggage of your pr^se. 

Atir. The world maybeassur'al'venota doubt. 

^ro. But nothing in the woiid shall have a 
doubt 

Ah. By the eternal gods, the whora commtte 

{Aside. 
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Incest in {a.noy with the villain her«, 
Before my face : the very sight of him 
HaB got her epirit big with insolence. 

Thy. Sir, yon but lately offer*!! me your crown ; 
I for a moment will awume the gift, 
And be a King ; that is, be uncontrol'd, 
Whilst I decl^ the Queen's wrone'd innocence. 

Air. What need all this t I Know what you 
would say. 

Thy. I ravish'd her, wid hell did ravish me. 

jitr. And I, who have been wrong'd by both of 
yon, 
Must, for my recompence, be disobey'd. 
Nature, I find, has to the birth and death 
Of every thing atinez'd tormenting panga ; 
Fangs wait upon the birth of our new joys. 
And our past ills die with convulsion fits. 

.tEro. My innocence is cloar'd 1 and now dispose 
Of me, air, at your pleasure. 

Thy. And of me. 

jitr. Then thus I will dispose of all- of you. 
My brother to my friendship and my crown ; 
To my delighted bosom, my dear Queen; 
To my Antigone, this noble youth ; 
This good old man to my rewards, and thanks. 
Do you all weep for joy 1 come, dry your eyes ! 
My love shall be too hot for such light dew. 
Kow let the trumpets reparation make 
For frightning Argos with the sounds of war. 
And set heiuls dancing to the sounds of peac«. 
Let the pale mothers trembling for their babes. 
Now dandle 'em in their arms with smiling cheeks ; 
Eetum the husbands back to their young wives, 
And let not armour hinder their embrace ; 
Let swords wear rust, the liv«ry of peace, 
Liet every door be with a garland crown'd. 
And all the conduits surfeited with win^ 
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Till they o'er-flow with infinite excess. 

And now prepare the temple, altare, priests, 

For the great ceremony of the day ! 

Call my Antigone to meet her love. 

Brother, lead on I indeed you must — ^you shall ! 

[Ex. Thye^tes, Atreus, ASrope, and as Iksy go of 
Antigone ent^s, runs to PkUisSimes, and 
embraces Mm. 

Anl. My love ! 

Phi. My love ! 

Ant. Oh ! my excessive joy. 
And is this possible t oh 1 gods I good gods ! 
When I lost thee at the uimtithful cave, 
Did I e'er thiidc to find thee with this joyi 

Phi. When I was seiz'd and dragg'd before the 
King, 
Did I e'er think that this should be my death, 
To die in thy embraces with delist t 

Atii. This was the art of the celestial powers, 
To hold their jewels up at a high price. 

Phi. The gods give nothing cheap, but misery. 
What have I suffer'd for this happiness % 
I have a lai^ account to bring thee in. 
And thou shalt pay it all ; I will extend 
All the estate of beauty which thou hast. 
Enter a Gentleuan. 

Genl. The temple is prepar'd, the priests attend; 
The court expects you with impatience, sir. 
Were wolves, or lions, e'er the tamer beasts 
For being call'd lambs ; give murders, massacres, 
Grood names they are transform'd to ex'lent works. 

Pt. The king has vowed you to th' infernal gods. 
And 'tis our duty to assist his vows. 

PH. And should the people enter into leagues. 
And vow the king to the infernal gods. 
For money you would aid their hellish vows, 
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And cui-Ee all honest men tliat would not aid. 

Eeligion's mode by you a lottery book, 

Which cheats the world of everything they have. 

Oh i Kods ! deliver poor mankind from priests : 

But oh ! who can dehver wretched me 1 

For I am in their dark dominion here ; 

One of hell's strongest frontier garrisons. 

Mnier Atreus. 

A^. Philisthenea) 

FM. Yes, sir, what is your will t 
Why have you order'd me to be thus bound ) 

Atr. To die I 

Phi. For what t 

Atr, Thou art Thyeetes' son. 

Fhi. That'8 not my fault. 

Atr. But a damn'd fault of hia. 
To dare to multiply his cursed self, 
And send a filthy and incestuous stream 
To poison all the ages of the world ; 
But here it stops. I'll turn its course to helL 

Fhi. I thought y" had pardon'd all my father's 
faults. 

Atr. Thou art a boy, thy father is a fool, 
Peneus a dotard, all run up to beard ; 
I have ensnar'd you all, to feed my fiends. 
As men hunt savage beasts to give their dogs. 
But tymits' furies are so highly fed, 
That mine will scorn the sou^ of suchdamu'd fools. 

Fhi. Y'embrac'd us all with vows and oaths and 
smiles, 
And promises of everlasting love ; 
Can such disguises well become a king 1 

Atr. They are thy father's own cast vizards all. 
He embrac'd me with vuws and oaths and smiles, 
Then made my wife an everlasting whore. 
No more the caldron and the fire I 
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Phi. For what i 

Atr. To serve thee, as tliy father haa aerv'd me; 
He has enkindled such a fire in me, 
As boils my flesh in my own scalding blood. 
I'll boil thy heart in thy own purest blood, 
To treat thy father at thy bridal feast 

Pki. Oh ! hell ! all hell is iu your words and 
looks! 
Why start you not at your own dreadful voice t 
For 'tis a devil's voice, and not a man's ; 
And hell pours all its rage' into your breast. 

Atr. Then hell's an nas to throw away its rage 
On a heart, full as it could hold before. 

Fhi. Oh ! horror ! 
Are these my nuptial joys t . 

Atr. Such as thy father's sins provided thea 

Phi. Oh I my Antigone I Antigone ! 
Tyrant I thank her for all the tears I shed. 

Atr. Canst thou be tortur'd with the loss of 
herl 

Phi. More than with all thou canst inflict 
besides. 

Atr. By all thy torment then, guess half of mine. 
Thou losest but the half of what thou lov'st, 
Only her sight a while, and with no shame. 
My .iS^ope was once as dear to me ; 
Her heart was stolen, and tjody whor'd for me, 
That I have lost aU of her, and with all shame. 

Phi I must acknowledge, sir, your wrongs are 
great. 

Air. And my revenge shall eqnal all my wrongs. 

Phi. But why on me 1 unless you mean to spare 
My father ; and if bo, pour all on me ! 

Air. I cannot wound thy father, but through 
thee. 

Pki. Oh ! spare me ! spare me 1 for your own 
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See the gods threatea yon in prodigies! 
Your pfJace nods to bid you have a care. 

Phi. 18*1 possible ) And does lore stay for as 1 
Pardon us love, thou ne'er didst so before : 
Since thou art so impatient for thy work, 
By all the gods, I'll find thee vork enough. [Exemtt. 

The Scene, a temple. PrUsis at the altar. ■ Enter 
Atkeus, Tsyestes, Philisthenes, Antigone, 
PbneKS, AitendaTds. The nuptial ceremoay per- 
form'd; ikey am^ out of the temple. The' seem 



Air. Now, madam, yon shall entertain ■ the 
bride ; [To .^rs. 

The bridegroom, I have chosen for my guest 
And daughter, you shall spare him for an hour. 
To gods that fill our lusty bowls with wme 
We usually poor some out in gratitude. 
Daughter, I've fill'd your life brim-full of joy. 
And you shall offer the first hour to me, 
So long the bridegroom is my sacrifice. 
Stay in the temple, noble youth, a while, 
I will return to thee immediately, 
I would unfold to thee some mysteries. 

.^^PB, and Ladies lead <mi Antigose at me door; 
at another go Atreus, Thyestes, Penbus. 
Philistjiemes foUows, as to wait vpon the King — 
after a short pause priests bring in Philisthenes 
dript and lomd. 
Phi. Ha I what means this t 
Pr. 'Tis by the King's command. 
Phi, What does the King intend 1 
Pr. We cannot telL 
Phi. You lie 1 
Pr. Why shou'd we lie ) 
Phi. 'Cause ye are priests. 
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It is your trade to He, you live by lies ; 

Your tetnpleB are your shops where yon sell lies. 

Ft. What lies sell we I 

Phi. Why, any lies yon please ; 
Fools take 'em off your hands at any rate. 
You cheats, you murderers, you quacks of hell, 
You keep mankind diseas'd to vend your drugs. 
The King was cur'd of his disease, revenge, 
And you have sold him some religious lie, 
Has poison'd him with cruelty again : 
And I among you shall be murder'd here, 
Barb'rously murder'd. 

Pr. Who should murder you 1 

Phi Need I doubt that, when I am among 
priests. 

Fr. Why do yon wrong us thus t 

Phi. How, I wrong you 1 
Can any one wrong priests t Kings wrong them- 
selves 
And all the world, they do not hang you all ; 
For Kings are never safe, nor subjects good. 
Where priests prevail; you keep the power of 

Kings, 
And only let 'em have what share you please. 
You take the foolish people's consciences, 
And give 'em back what honesty you please ; 
You keep the keys of women's chambers too. 
And let men have what share in 'em you please : 
When ^ou deliver up a marriage lock, 
You still reserve a key for your own use : 
But men or women may play any game, 
And cheat their fill, if they will pay your box. 
Oh ! my Antigone I Antigone 1 
Thou little think'at thy beauteous eyes have had 
Their last, last view of poor Philisthenes, 
A bloody carcass, or a moaning ghost 
Is all that ever thou wilt see of me ; 
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For I am in priests' hands, and the world knows 
How little they will leave of what they grasp. 
Why do you use me thus, you murderers t 

Pr. You wrong us, we abhor the bloody n&me. 

Phi. Will you not murder me t 

Pr. We'll rather die. 

Phi. Nor aid the King to do't % 

Pt. Nor aid the King i 
But we must sacrifice you. 

Phi. Oh 1 you dogs ; 
What differs that £rom murder but in name t 
Oh! how these villains cheat the world with 
names ! 

Atr. My palace shakes for fear of its own fote; 
It did assist thy father in his crimes. 

Phi. The temple columns bend to beg my life. 

Atr. Did gods come down to beg thyliated life, 
Into their faces I would spurt thy blood. 

Phi. Then youll not mind their weeping imf^es; 
Like frightened women in cold sweats they reel 

Air. Let frightened women mind 'em. 

Phi. Th' angry gods 
Dart fiery javelins fiercely at your head. 
But miss it 'cause their hands with horror shake. 

AtT. Then I am here the only thing unmov'd, 
And I dare do what nothing dare behold. 

Phi. Yes, tyrant, I dare see and suffer too, 
With greater courage, all thou canst inflict, 
Than thou darst look on thy own frightful soul. 

Atr. How now I what is this) 

Phi. This is Philisthenes ! 
Tyrant ! thou never spok'st with me till now. 
TTie wretched thing that tumbled at thy feet. 
Was but a garment which thou kep'st in pawn, 
Whilst my soul went to see Antigone, 
And take its leave ; but now I am come home, 
My breast will meet thy dagger when it dares. 
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For of the sudden is he grown a man. 
Come, priests 1 

Phi. Ay, ever while you live call priests ! 
If you would have a solemn murder done, 

Atr. Bind with a purple band the victim's head ! 
Prepare the incense, fire, knife, wine and meal. 

Phi. Oh I spare your pains I priests are not to be 
taught 
The way to murder princes decently. 
As to your sorrow you may quickly find. 
If any rebels shall e'er need your blood. 
But I will give the remnant of my breath 
In one full sigh to dear Antigone ! 
What, have I suffer'd long for a short hope, 
Which in a moment peri^es with me t 
A short sweet hope was all I had of thee ; 
And a long mournful memory will be all 
Thou, dear Antigone, wilt have of me. 
But I will render it so glorious. 
Thou shalt not be quite void of nuptial joys, 
As I am not in hopes thou all thy life 
Wilt love my name, as I die siglung thine, 
Antigone ! oh ! my Antigone ! 

Atr. Then die! 'tis done! 'tis well! 'tis excel- 
lent ! [Atr. slabs Phi., he falls. 
So now, Thyestes, I shall bring thee in 
A dreadful score for all thy pleasant sin ; 
Much dost thou owe me, and much shalt thou pay ; 
Gods ask of him the blood is shed to-day. 
I lodg'd the traitor, and he rob'd my throne. 
And whor'd my wife, for which I seize his son. 
If you have title to the blood that's lost, 
Pursue the robber, not the plunder'd host. \Siai. 
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Scene I., the Court. 
Enter AtreUS and TsYSSTEa. A taMe and hangup. 

Atr. Come, brother, sit ! 

Thy. May not FhiliathetieB 
Sit with us, sirt 

Atr. He waits upon the bride. 
The Queen, the bnde, and ladies are all sat ; 
They are before-hand with ub, let us haate 
To overtake 'em. \Atr. and Thy. sU. 

Thy. Let us bleee the feast 

With the bride's health Sir, to the fair bride's 

health I [Both drink. 

Atr. My most dear brother, I will do you right. 
\MiiMe. 

Atr. A deeper bowl! this to the bridegroom's 
health ! 

Thy. This to the gods for this most joyful da^ I 
\Thy. pours some tdm on the gnmiid, both dhnk. 
Now to the bridegroom's health I 

Air. This day ehaU be 
To Argos an eternal teetival. 

Thy. Fortune and I to-day try both our strengths ; 
I have quite tired her left-hand misery, 
She now relieves it with her right-hand joy, 
Which she lays on me with her utmost force ; 
But both shall be too weak for my strong spirit. 

Atr. So ! now my engines of delight have 
serened [Aside. 

The monster to the top of arrogance. 
And now he's ready for his deadly fall. 

Thy. Oh I these extremes of misery and joy, 
Measure the vast extent of a man's soul ! 
My spirit reaches fortune's east and west. 



ciq mod t, Google 



70 

She has oft set and risen here, yet cannot get 

Out of the vast dominion of my mind. 

Ha ! my proud vauuting has a sudden check ; 

See ! from my head my crown of roses falla, 

My hair.thougb almost drown'd beneath sweet oils, 

With strange and sudden horrors starts upright. 

Something, I know not what, bids me not eat j 

And what I have devour'd within me groans, 

I fain would tear my breast to set it free. 

And I have catch'd the eager thirst of tears, 

Which all weak spirits have in misery ; 

I, who in banishment ne'er wept, weep now, 

AtT. Bi-other, regard it not ! 'tis fancy alL 
Misery, like night, is haunted with ill spirits, 
And spirits leave not easily their haunts ; 
Tis said, sometimes they'll impudently stand 
A flight of beams from the forlorn of day, 
And Bcom the crowing of the sprightly cocks : 
Brother, 'tis morning with our pleasure yet. 
Nor has the sprightly wine crow'd oft enough ; 
See, in great flagons at full length it sleeps. 
And lets these melancholy thoughts break in 
Upon our weaker pleasures ; rouze • the wine I 
And bid him chase these fancies hence for shame. 
Fill up that reverend unvanquish'd bowl. 
Who many a giant in his time has felled. 
And many a monster ; Hercules not more. 

Thy. If he descends into my groaning breast. 
Like Hercules, he will deBc«nd to belL 

Atr. And he will vanquish all the monsters 
there. 
Brother, your courage with this hero try ; 
He o'er our house has reign'd two hundred years, 
And he's the only king shall rule you here. 

is used here in a double Bense— not oaly meaning 
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3%v. What ails met I cannot heave it to my 

Mr. What ! is the bowl too heavyT 

Thi/. No, my heart. 

jih: The vine will lighten it. 

Thy. The wine will not 
Come near my lipa. 

Atr. Why should they be so strange t 
They're near a kin. 

TAy. Akin! 

Atr. As possible, father and eon not nearer I 

Thy. What do you mean t 

Atr. Does not good wine beget good blood 1 

Thy. 'Tia true. 

Art. Your lips then and the wine maybe akin. 
Off with your Mndred wine, leave not a drop 
To die alone, bewildred in that bowl. 
Help him to heave it to hie head ! that's well. 

[Th^eeks drinks; a dap of thumder, the table 
oventti, and fdls in pieces ; all the lights 
pout. 

Thy. What ponderous crimes pull Heaven on 
our heads 1 
Nature is chok'd with some vast villany, 
And all her face is black. 

Atr. Some lights, some l^hts ! 

Thy. The sky is stun'd and reels 'tween night 
and day; 
Old Choas is retum'd. 

Art. It is to see 
A young one bom, more dreadful than herself, 
That promises great comfort to her age, 
And to restore her Empire. 

Thy. What do you mean 1 

Atr. Confusion I have in thy bowels made. 

Thy. Dire thonghta, like furies, break into my 
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With flaming brands, and shew me what he meanB. 
Where is Philisthenes ) 

Ati: Ask thy own bowela : 
Then heardst em groan, perhaps they now will 
speak. 

Thy. Thou hast not Tyrant ^what J— I dare 

not ask 

Atr. I kiU'd thy eon, and thou hast drunk his 
blood. 

Thy. Oh ! villany so vast it broke the poles ; 
And, through the spacious flaw, hell rush'd on earth. 

jitr. Thy groaning bowels call'd up hell to 
earth ; 
Wild heaste will follow one another's howls. 

Thy. Hell came to have an interview with thee, 
The greater monster ; one whose villany 
Has scar'd away the sun ; he would depose 
Himself, ere lend thy wickedness his light. 

Atr. Ere lend my justice, — but he cou'd lend all 
His wealth to help thee to corrupt my Wife ; 
That he and all the gods may fly for shame ; 
They all eombin'd to that ; gods stop'd the mouth 
Of blabbing thunder, lest it spoU'd the sport, 
Kature could see that sight, and not be sick, 
Nor in disorder roU ; as she does now. 

Thy. I must confess, thy impious self^ or I 
Would make hell strain to outdo us in sin ; 
But of the three, thou art the overmatch. 
For hell has bounds, thy wickedness has none. 

Air. My just rewiards -of wickedness have none. 

Thy. Oh ! gods ! if I deserve this punishment, 
Eevenge the heavens plunder'd of their light : 
Compose of lightning a false dreadful day, 
And take no aim, but dart it at us both ; 
Hit one of us, and 'tis no matter which, 
You strike the wickedest man that lives on earth. 
You will be merciful in burning me, 
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Make me become my dear son's funeral pile I 
All gods have left us, but the powers of hell : ■ 
Those only &re lit to bear us compaoy ; 
And with a. eword I fear to end my grief. 
Lest I in my own boeom stab my son. 

Air. I never had thee in my power till now. 
I had thy fortune, children, and thy life ; 
But now these tears ccmfess I have thy soul, 
And now I'm well rewarded for my pains. 

Thy. If now I should not grieve, I were no man ; 
fiat a'more horrid monster than thyself. 
What was my poor son's fault t 

Air. That he was thine. 

TAy. And being mine, wouldsE thou give me, 
give me 
His blood to drink 1 

Air. Who injured me but thee 1 

Thy. Gear witness gods ! he owns the innocence 
Of tMs poor youth, whose blood he made me drinki 

Atr. What godsl the guardians of nuptial bedsl 

Thy. Must sin with sin be punish'd i 

Atr. No, that sin 
Becomes a virtue that chastises sin. 

Thy. Oh ! my poor son ! 

Al^. All these are tears of rage, 
'Cause I'm aforehand with thee in this ain 
Thou with my children wou'dst have treated me, 
But that thou wert afraid they were thy own 
Incestuous bastards all. 

Thy. I've done with thee, 
And leave thee to the gods for punishment. 

Atr. But Pve not done with thee ; for though 
thy eyes 
Please me with weeping, so they shall not 'scape. 
ITie sight of the remainders of tfiy son, 
And of her death thou lov'st above thy son, 
Shall tear 'em out, and then the work's complete. 
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Open the temple gates, and call the Queen ! 
You mingled luste, now you ahall mingle pains. 
And through your eyes, the passage of your lusts. 
Here shew the father the son's torn remaina. 

[The Tenvple is open, Philislhenes lies bloody. 

Thy. Oh 1 my Philisthenes ! my mangled son ! 
Had ever hell such cruelty as this 1 

Atr. Nor man such treason and such lust as 
thine. 
Nor injur'd monarch such revenge as L 
Thy former villany, and present tears, 
I'll cast in brass, and in efBgy 
I'll drag thee round all ages of the world. 

Enter Antigone in a raving posture, wmaen offer 
to hold her. 

Ant. Stand off, I am not mad 1 but I shall be 
If this be true ; it never can be true. 
Oh ! sir, Tve heard 

Mr. What have you heard 1 

AiU. Oh I Gods! 
Oh ! horror I 

AIt. What's the matter with you t epeak! 

What have you heard 1 

Ant. You have kill'd Philisthenes. 

A^. There was no secret love between you t hal 
Confess it, was there ) have you been so false. 

Ant. oh ! sir, you fill my heart with fearful 
fears: 
The news is true 

Atr. What's true t 

Ant. That you have kill'd ■ 

Atr. That you have lov'd my enemy 1 — ia that 
true) 

Ant. He is not, never was your enemy. 

Atr. But did you love him ) 
. Ant. Yes, above my aoul ! 
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We both lov'd long, above eroreesion lov'd. 
Unknown to any but our faitoful selves. 

Air. East thou abus'd me boI why then let 
that 
Which has thy lover take thy eoul. 
Aid. What's that 1 

Atr. What shou'd have damn'd Thyestes' aon, 
but hell % 
K thon wilt take hell's leavings then thou mayst. 
\Atr. points to Pki., Ant. runs to him and falls 
at his feet in a stcoon. 
Ant. Oh ! my PhiUstheneB 1 my murder'd love ! 
Air. And, oh ! my murder'd hopes ! I thought 
tine maid 
Had virtues would support our falling house ; 
I thought o' her side I was thunder proof, 
And she's as false as any of our race, 
A traitress to her father and her king. 

Thy. Now, 'tis my turn, fell tj-rant, to insult, 
Thou hast devoured thy own beloved child 
As well as I, the gods have given my heart 
This cordial of revenge before I die. 
Atr. She's none of mine. 

Thy. May they be curat that wake thee from 
this dream, 
TiU thou hast shed thy daughter's innocent blood. 
AtU. Oh ! horror ! horror ! my Philisthenes. 

All mangled, torn, and gory ! horror oh ! 

Atr. How durst thou, traitress, love my enemy 1 
AjU. He had more worth than all our race 
besides. 
None of our race did e'er deserve to live. 
But this sweet youth, and me for loving him. 
Atr. How dar'st thou talk thusi fond idolatrous 

fool) 
Ant. After this murder, what have I to fear 1 
Nothing but Ufe, and keeping of my wits. 
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Oh ! with these words yon have more cat niy 

heart, 
Than had you pierc'd it with a thouBand swords ; 
For now I find 'twas I shed all this blood. 
Oh I gods ! oh father ! oh Philisthenes, 
What have I spied 1 the knife that kill'd my love 1 
Oh ! yon good gods ! ■ [Aside. 

I thought a priest shoii'd once have joind our 

hKids; 
But now this knife shall mingle our heart's blood. 
Air, What art thou doing there % thy looks are 

I like 'em not to thy apartment go ! 

I can repair thy loss, but the whole world 
Can never repair mine, shou'd I lose thee. 

Ani. I have bo wounded my obedience, 
By loving that dear youth without your leave, 
That 'tis too weak to hold my mighty grief,' 
Which forces me to die without your leave. 
Besides, sir, all the godshave caU'd me hence, ' 
And sent their pleasure by this instrument. 

[Stabs herself. 
I come, Philisthenes ! 

Atr. Oh ! hold her hand 

Too late, too late 1 The fatal blow is given j 
Where had she that accursed instrument ? 
She's past recovery I oh I my dear child. 

Thy. Oh ! you juat gods I 

Atr. Incestuous traitor, peace I 
Thy villany did help to murder her. 
Thy guilt is greater, and I'm more enrag'd. 

Thy. I scorn thy rage, for what have I to fear^ 

Air. Look here, and think what thou hast not 
to fear. [Poiniing to Ant. 

Thy. Ay, but look there, and what have I to 
fear 1 [Pointing to Phi. 

Air. An t^ of lingering torments. 
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Thy. That I bear 
In this one minute's sight of that poor y onth. 
Air. Then I Till add. 
Thy. New — will refreah with change. 

Enter .^Ieope, beliceeti her (wo children AgiLuemnoN, 
and Menelaus. 

jEto. What is the matter both with heaven and 
earthi 
For every face below is white as death, 
And heaven's face above is black as belL 
Sir, you was pleas'd to send for me, they say I 

Atr. I did. 

JEto. But T had come if yon had not. 
I was with my two little pretty sons, 
My Agamemnon, and my Menelaus, 
When of the sudden, with a thousand groans. 
The air brought forth a monatrous shade, as black 
As hell had vomited a lake of pitch. 

Atr. Thy sins were then in labour, and brought 
forth 
This bloody vengeance. 

jEro. Oh 1 most dreadful sight 1 

AtT. The worst I ever saw, except thyself. 

AEro. My child is murder'd I 

Air. By thy own lust, 

jSro. No, by thy perjury, inhuman Prince. 

Atr. How durst thou name, or think of perjury t 

jEro. That villain clear'd the innocence he 
wrong'd. 

Atr. I never will believe either him or thee, 

^TO. This bloody spectacle says that too loud. 
I see a dagger in uiy poor child's hand ; 
I thank thee, daughter, for tJiis legacy. 
Now hear me gods, for hear me well you may ! 
Bom high on innocence, I reach your thitHie, 
If ere in thought X yielded to that sis, 
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For which I suffer so much misery, 

Kindle a hell o' puqxtse for my soul : 

But if I undeaerv'd have borne all thia. 

Then build a heaven fit for my reward, 

And I will lay the first foundation stone. 

Thus, thus, thus ! [She stois Tky. 

Nay, villain, I will lay you finn. 

[Stabs Thy. several iimes. 
This for the loss of my dear husband's love : 
Thia for the losa of my dear daughter's life : 
This for the ruin of my honest name : 
This for my life I am about to lose. 
Now I have done myself this little right, 

I can with comfort die ! oh ! sir, farewell ! 

[To AtT. 
Made by great wrongs unfit for your embrace 
But most deserving your kind memory. 
Air. Oh ! sir, come here, and see your work- 



Pew. Oh ! my deluded miserable age ! 
Have I toil'd fourscore years for innocence, 
And am I made a murderer at last f 

Atr. Hence hypocrite! thou never hadst con- 
ceal'd 
My lewd and trait'rous brother in thy house, 
So nurtur'd all hia horrid sina, when born. 
But that thou wert a bawd to 'em before. 

Pen. An ex'lent thing it is to serve your house ; 
For charity to him I'm call'd a bawd, 
For serving you, I'm made a murderer. 

Air. For serving my revenge 1 give thee life; 
But for concealing him, thy feeble life 
I cumber with the load of all this blood. 

Pen. The scarlet livery of your family ; 
I wear your badge ; furies will know me now, 
They are the stewtuds of your family. 
They'll pay me all the wages I deserve. 
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Ak. Go, for thy wages then to hell I 

begone ! 
Begone, I lay, and see my face no more. 

Fen. Wou'd I had never seen the face of you, 
Or any of your impious family, [Eat Pen. 

Air. Thruat the old traitor out, away with him ! 
I do no more by him than gods by me ; 
For I am driven by them from plague to plague. 
Man ia a vagabond both poor and proud, 
He treads on beastB who give him cloaths and food, 
But the gods catch him wheresoe'er he lurks, 
Whip him, and set him to all painful works ; 
And yet he brags he shall be crown'd when dead. 
Were ever princes in a Bridewell bred 1 
Kothing is sinfully begot but he ; 
Can basebora bastards, lawful sovereigns be 1 
That tyrant then does best, who uses worst, 
A mutinous impostor, so accurst : 
I'll breed with care these boys for mischiefs bom, 
That men may feel new rods when th' old is worn. 
{ExU. 
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We showed you in the priegts to-da;, a true 
And perfect picture of old Rome and new ; 
One face serves both ; pagan and popish priests 
Are but two names for the same bloody beasts. 
Wonder not poets ne'er with priests agree, 
For priests invade the poet's property. 
Lying belongs to poets ; as appears 
By old prescriptions of three thousand years ; 
And pnestB permit none but themselves to lie. 
Or those that do 't by Church authority : 
Nay, they'll impose their lies on yon for true, 
Which honest poets ne'er presum'd to do. 
They talk of being inspired, but do most care, 
To have you be such fools to think they are: 
But when priests meet in councils, synods, classes. 
They feign would have you think heaven mounts 

the asses. 
The devil rides 'em very oft 'tis true, 
When he has any cursed work to do ; 
But they have this damn'd fault in ways of sin. 
They run so fast the devil can't hold 'em in : 
Then halter priests, and tie "em to the racks, 
If you will keep the devil off their backs. 
But pray, let poets live, for they no ways 
Offend you with damn'd plots, but in their plays. 
And aak but half-a-crown for holding forii, 
And that's as much as any lie is worth. 
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City Poliliques. A Comedy. A» it is acted by his 
Mojestie's Servants. Written by Mr. Crowm. London, 
Printed for R. BtntUy, in Rnaael Street in Coveat-Garden, 
and Joseph Hindmarsh, at the Gotden-Ball, over against 
Ike Royal- Exchange in Comhill, 1688. 



t, Google 



Tn the " BiogrAji^ia Dnmatica" it is Bt«ted thkt there 
is an edition of this comedy, or rather dramatic satire 
on the Whioi, printed in 1674, but it may he questioned 
whether this is correct, becnuse CroTue, in th« preface 
to the edition of 1668, informs his reader that he had 
tanght Leigh, who performed the promioent part of 
Bartholine, the unprincipled lawyer, the peculiar '^way 
of speaking, which all the comedians can witness was my 
owD invention." He then goes on to Bay " J have 
printed Bartholine's part in the manner of spelling by 
which I taught it Hr Leigh." Now Leigh did not join 
the Ring's Theatre* until 1682, having previously been 
a performer at theDuke's Theatre, where Crowne's comedy 
was never acted. 



gives the edition of 1688, from which the text has been 
reprinted in this volume, as the earliest one, and, although 
the editors have passed through their hands as many as 
seven copies of tlie play, these all bear the same date — 
viz., 1688. 

Tbe scene is placed in Naples, hut this, as Geneste 
says " is mere fudge, everything is written bo a« to be 
applicable to the Londoners. The principal political char- 
acters are the Lord Podesta, or chief magistratA ; Craffy, 
hie son ; Bartoline, Dr Fanchy, and a Bricklayer. There 
can scarcely be a doubt bat that three or four of these 
characters were meant for particular persons."! Such 
suppositions are evidently correct, notwithstanding 
Crowne's assertion to the contrary in his prefatory ob- 

■ Perhspe hi« last perfonnBDoe at the Duke's TTiBatre was in 
the port of Ballio in Kandolph'a comedy of the *' Jealous Lorer," 
DrigiDslly printed in 1632 and reriTed in 1682, before the anion 
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BeTTfttions. Tlie editora are iDclined to think that no 
particular civic dignitaij was inteocled, but it was meaut' 
to BBtime the £arl of Shaftttibory and bia adtierenta. 
His lordship, in his latter daya, when he was in opposi- 
tion to the Court, woB particularly obnoxious to the 
Koyalista, and was introduced by Otway in a vety 
ridiculous light into "Venice Pwfierved," as Antonio, 
an old senator. It haa been said that the Bucc«ee 
of that tragedy was greatly to be attribute to the ex- 
cellent acting oC Iicigh, wboee peraonation of one so well 
known was conaidered perfect. It is hardly necoesary 
to mention that the disguating scene between Antonio 
and the courtezan, AquHina, has been for more tlian a 
century omitted. 

Burnet remarks tbat Shaftesbury got into the House of 
Conmona befot« he was twenty years of age, and was 
then on the aide of the King, but took the opportunity 
of a quarrel with Prince Maurice to go over to the oppo- 
sition. He "had a wonderful faculty for Bpeaking to a 
popular assembly, and could mix both the facetious and 
the serious way of arguing very agreeably." He is des- 
cribed as a Deist, who fancied that after death our aoula 
lived in the Btars. Onalow, the Speaker of the House of 
Commona, has the following anecdote as to hia opinions. 
A person called upon him one day while he was sitting 
with a lady of his family, who retired to another part of 
tlie room with her work, for ladies in those days were 
accustomed to occupy Uieir time usefully; when the 
visitor and the earl began to discourae upon religion, 
His lordship remarked " People differ in their discourse 
and profession about these matters, but men of sense are 
really but of one religion." The lady, overbearing this 
remark, on a sudden enquired, " Piay, laj lord, what 
religion is that which men of sense agree in?" "Ma- 
dame," replied the earl immediately, " they never tell it." 

Though often changing sides, he did so with such 
dexterity that lie continued to be trusted even by those 
he deceived. "He had no regard," continues the 
Bishop, "either to truth or Justice." He was not ashamed 
to reckon up the many turns he had made, and he valued 
himself on doing it at the proper season and in the 
best manner ; and was not out of countenance in owning 
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hia nnsteadiiMM and deceitfnloesa.* Had be not died in 
^(ood time "for hia fftmilf, or tor hia party, the former 
would have been ruined, if he hod not aared it hj 
betrajing tiie latter." 

Barloline ia coajeetnred to have been intended for 
Sergeant Maynard, who lived to the greet a^e of ninety, 
and who, after the Revolution, having with nia brethren 
wuted upon the Prince of Orange, waa complimented by 
him on the fact that he had outlived all the men of the 
law of hia day ; bia answer was, " He had like to have 
ontUved the law itself, if hia highnees had not come 
OTOT.'' In the life of Lord Keeper Guildfordi there ia 
by no means a fair picture drawn of Maynard. Bishop 
Warburton, in a letter to Hard, after mentioning hia firm 
adherence to the Presbyterian faction from a senae of 
honour, adds, " he by adhering steadily bat not violently 
to the party he set out with, waa reverenced by all ; and, 
had he not been more intent on the aSaire of liis pro- 
feaaion, might liave become considerable by station. 

It is unlikely that a man of auch character as May- 
nard, who doea not appear to have taken a part in tbe trea* 
aonable factions of Snafteebury should have been selected 
by Crowne for the amusement of the citizens of London, 
whatever their politics may have been. A lawyer of a 
different reputation who may best snit the charauter, may 
be found m Aaron Smith,^ barrister-at-law, famed for 
standing practice in cases of forg^y, and Oalet' learned 
crmiael. Surely this worthy lawyer is a much more 
likely penKm to sit for the portrait of the Neapolitan 
Whig, than an ancient gentleman who in 1688 must 
have been eighty-five years of age, if not older. In the 
life of the Lord Keeperg we are teld, "His busineaa 
formerly lay in Chancery ; but he took into the treason 
toade. He was afterwards in the Hye plot, sent from the 
Council of Six, there to negotiate with the Earl of 
A^yle, Scotland, for a riaiag. He waa a violent 



nith having been lawyer for 'J 

• Bnrnet's "Own Times," vol i. p. 176, Oxford 1833, 8t. 
t By the Hon. Bog:sr North, toI. i., London, 1826, Sro. 
J North's "Eiaman," p. 19o, 4to, London, 
g P.-802. 
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Oatee there ia stroDg reasoii for believing him to have 
been the indiTidual SBtirizedundertheDEiaieof Bartoline. 
Smith wM also counsel for SWphen College, the Pro- 
testant joiner. Bome of whoee papen had been seized by 
the Crown. These writinga vera miuutee prepared for 
liis defence, and Smith applied to the Conrt for "some- 



said he, "when our liTes and eetates are beset here?" 
The Lord Chief Justice rose up, and without any emotion 
s&id to the clerk, "Record these words," and sat down 
again ; * the consequence of which wo&ld hare been a 
judgment of misdemeanour, as effectual as after a oom- 
mon process and trial. The lawyer, aware of the scrape 
into which he hsd got, endeavoured to explain away his 
words, which he asserted were not intended for the ear 
of the Court His explanations were not accepted, and 
he wsa obliged to give eecurity that he would not leave 
the court without pennisBion of the bench. 

No steps were, however, talten against him, as the 
judges were desirous of convicting the unlucky joiner, 
and the prosecution might have failed had Smith been 
severely punished in the first instance, more especially as 
the seizure of the papers prepared by counsel for a prisoner 
on trial was unwarrantable, and the retention of them 
when demanded back even more so. But, as the client was 
convicted and jmtice thereby satisfied, Smith was per- 
mitted to escape ; hut had College been acquitted, his 
counsel would have suffered smartly for venturing to 
utter words which were substantially true. 

Dr Peachy evidently is intended for Dr Titus Oates, 
D.D., of whom Granger thus speaks: — "He was re- 
strained by DO principle human or divine, and, like 
Judas, wotdd have done anything for thirty BhillingB." + 
He was succesdvely an Anabaptist, a Conformist, and a 
Papist, and then became a Conformist again. He had 
been chapl^n aboard the fleet, whence he was dismissed 
for an uunatural crime, and was known to be guilty of 
perjury before he set up the trade of witnessing. He 
was Bucceesful in it beyond his most sanguine expecta- 
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tion. Ha wu lodged at Whitehall, and had a pension 
aaugned him of £1,200 a-year. He was a man of some 
coDiiiDg, more effronterj, and the moat cotununmaM 
f^sehood. Hia impudence supported itself under t^e 
strongest eonvictioD, and he suffered for his ivimes 
with all the coDstancj of a martrr. The era of Oatee' 
plot was also the grand era of Whig and Torj, and he 
Das the peculiar infamj of being the fint of incendituies 
as he was the fiist of wituesscB. 

After the aciieeaiou of James TI. Oates was tried for 
perjarj and sentenced to ^j a fine tA two thoiuand 
merks, to be stiipped of his canonical habit, whipped 
twice in three days b; the common hangmim, and to 
stand in the pillorj at Westminster Hall Gate, and at 
the Bojal Eichsngu. He was to stand in the pillory 
fire times every year, and be imprisoned for life. The 
hangman, it is said, performed his office " with uncom' 
man rigour." Oates bore this punishment with the 
reeolation and constancy of a martyr. 

Granger mentions th^ are two prints of Oates on the 
pillory, at the bottom of one is a vignette, in which is a 
repreBentation of the whipping of him at the csrf s tail, 
alioTe him are the Jesuits whose esecution he was success- 
ful in procuring. In the other, which is a half sheet 
mezzo-t^nto, is the gibbet with the devil on it, at a 
, little distance i rom the pillory. 

There are various Other prints of this infamous man ; 
one '' Testjs Ovat," an anagram on his name, has these 
verses below : — 

" Behold ye lieroo, who hat done s!I tliis 
In a, BinaJl triuiaph itaiid ; eucb u it is 
A kind of ovatian only ; Ifae, 
But those for blodless victories u-e due, 
HiB vere not such ; be merits more than eggs- 
Let him in triumph swing, and saw hie lefts," 

After the Bevolution he was released from his p«petual 
imprisonment, and had four hundred a-year settled upon 
him, which he enjoyed till death : but tus conviction was 
not annulled. 

Tom BtowB, says Geneate,* pves a most happy 

description of Dr Oates' marriage with a Mugglctonian 

• Vol. L, p. 401. 
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widow in 1693. He repreeente him « thundering out. 

" Yon rascal, aa thick as hopa." This ia wbki Dr 

Punchy do«e in the play. 

OateB had a peculiarly disagreeftble method of drawl- 
ing out his words, distending the TOcal letters of the 
words he used wonJd be a more appropriate deecription 
of his mode of ntterance. Roger North says* it was 
fashionable in the court of Chariee II., and gives an 
amusing specimen of its use by the Earl of Sunderland, 
the nnprinoipled favourite of Jamee II. " Wha-at," 
drawled out my lord, "if hie Ua-a-esty ta-am out 
fa-arty of us, may not he have fa-arly others to sa-arve 
him as well. And wha-at ma-atters who sa-arres his 
ma-a-esty, ao as hia ma-a-eety is sa-arvedf " 

Whether Sunderland imitated Gates, or Oatee Sunder' 
land is uncertain, bnt the similarity is undoubted. 
When Oates accttsed Queen Catherine of Bragasza of 
treason, at the bar of the House of CommonB,t he said, 
" Aye, Taitus Gates, accause Ca-atherine, Queen of 
England of haigh tra-ison." He was in the gallery of 
the Commons sitting veiy near Roger North during the 
examination of Sir Dudley North, a Tory, by a Whig 
inquisitor, who was desirous of entrapping him into 
admissions to be used afterwards against him. After a 
variety of questions which led to nothing, at last one 
was put which the enquirer thought Sir Dudley most • 
have answered in the affirmative. " I ask him if Secre- 
tary Jenkins did not come down to the city and persuade 
him to take the office of sheriff npon him." " Yon hear 
the question?" said the chairman. After which there was 
a profound silence in anticipation of the answer, mean- 
while Sir Dudley North was gathering as much breath 
as he could muster, and then out came a long " No-o-o," 
so lond,as might have been heard up to the House of Lords. 
" This was so violent and unexpected, that I could see a 
start of every one all at the same instant, as if each one 
had had a dash of cold water in his face, and immediately 
all called out withdraw ; and my neighbour, Titus Oat«3, 
being, as I suppose, frustrated of his expectations, cried 
out, 'Aw La-ard, aw La-ard, au-au — ' and went his 
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d upon more sboDl this affair."* 
Dijdenf in the first part of hii " Abaalom And Acfai- 
topbel," iDtrodoMB Oatea to hia reader* under the name 
of Gwab. 



" What though his birth vers base, yet c< 
From eartbly yftpoun ere they shina in i 
pTddieioui aetioQB msy aa well be ■ 



This arch-Bttastor for the public Eood 
By that one deed euDobles aU Ub blood ; 
Whoover aak'd the witaegaSB hi^b n 



Whose oath with martyrdoin did Stepheo grace ! 
Our was a Levite, and as time vent Uien, 
Hin tribe vere Ood Ahnigbty's tiuitlemeii. 
SuDk were hia eyei, hia voioe wu hanh and loud , 
"^ re agna he Deither oholertc waa nor proud ; 



Hia loDg ch 
A church t< 



h Temiilioo, and a Hosea' face ; 

Hi» memory, miraculoialy great, 

Could plota Bioeeding man's belief repeat. 

Which therefore oaniiat be aooounted lies, 

For humaa wit could nerer auoh devise. 

Some future truths are minffled in his book. 

But ffhers the witoeu fail'd, the prophet epoke ; 

Some things like riaioDary llighta appear ; 

The ^irit caught him up I the Iiord knows vbere, 

And gave him hia Rabbinical degree 

Unknown to foreign university.' ^ 

Scott justly uys, this "once called, and betieved the 
eaTiouT of his country was one of the most infamoas 
TiUains whom history is obliged to record. He was the 
eon of an Anabaptist ribboD'Weaver, received a tolerablj 
good education, and, baring taken orders, was preferred 
to a small Ticarage in Kent." From his irreguhir pro- 
ceedings he lost lus living, and was deprived of his quali- 
fication as chaplain of the Ihike of Norfolk, He nest 
became a Pspiat, and HubHequentl; boasted he did ho 
soldy to worm himself into the secrets of tiie Jesuits in 
Older to betray them. He protested to Bishop Burnet 
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" that Qod and hia holj angda could witneaa he only 
went among them for tbia purpose." After thia ab<nain- 
able declaration the Bighop paid no attention to anything 
he either ftaid or swore. In evidence of the popularity 
which may be attained by any adventurer who can 
impose upon the masses, the portrait of Oates was to be 
found on the fans of the ladies, and the glovea and band- 
kerchiefs of both sexes ! * 

In the " EzBmen,"-t' North describes Oates as a " low 
man, of an ill-cut, very short neck ; and his visage and 
featoree were most particular. His mouth was the centre 
of hia face, and a compass there would sweep bis nose, 
forehead, and chin within the perimiter. Cave guar 
Deas ipte notamt." Sir Walter Scott had, and there is 
probably at Abbotsford still, an engraring which bore 
witness lo this last peculiarity, and does justice to the 
clierubic countenance and chin mentioned by North. It 
is drawn and engrared by Richard White, and beaia to 
be "the true original, ttken from the life, done for 
Henry Brome and Richard Chiswell; all others are 
counterfeit," and is prefixed to the " Witch of Endor, or 
the Witchcrafts of the Roman Jezebel, by Titus Oatea, 
D.D., folio, 1679." This work U dedicated to the Earl of 
Shaftesbury, etc., " the pabliihert' a^eclionate good friend 
aiid singular good lord," expressions certainly inferring 
more than an ordinary intimacy between the Protestant 
peer and the Doctor ot Salamanca. 

The Bricklayer is intended for Stephen Colledge, 
eommonly called the Protestant joiner, of whom there is 
an engraving with a death's head before him, and these 
lines beneath t^e portrait 



" B; Irish oaths and wrested law I fall 
A prey to Borne, a Mcrifioe to Hell ; 
My bleeding innooenoe for jurtioe ones, 
'llieo hear Heav'n, for man my siiit deniea. " 

He waa accnaed of pirtJ.cipatj.on in what is usually 
called the Rye House Plot, for conspiring to seize the 
King's person, and to detain him till he should consent to 
the exclusion of his brother from the succession to the 
crown, and make such other concessions ce the Commons 
• See Spootator, No. 67, p. 832, Lond, 178B, 8vo. 
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might require of bim. When the Farliament sat at 
Ojdord he went about mned with sword and pistol, 
which fumialied a pretence for his accueation. The 
Court party peraecated him with unreleatiug Tiolence, 
and obtained his coDTtction on'tbe testimony of infamoiw 
witoessea before a jury at Oiford of lealoue BoyaliBta. 
He behaved with exemplary fortitude at the place of 
eiecntioa, and persiEted m hia innoceDce to the last. He 
snSerad death at Oxford, Slst August 1681. Granger 
says," " He was a man of mora enlarged underatandiDg 
than is commonly found in mechanics." His iDgeniuty 
in his trade procured him employment among persons of 
rank, some of whom he was afterwards permitted to visit 
upon the footing of a friend. His faults were, being too 

fragmatical and nndesii^bly zealous for his religion, 
hat he was unjustly condemned is now admitted by all 
parties ; he was one of the many innocent persons 
sacrificed to further tite designs of faction, at a time 
when witnesses could be got without difficulty to swear 
whatever their patrons required. After the BeYolution 
King William did not forget his illegal conriction. His 
surriring daughter was appointed Court seamstrese, a 

Elace worth £300 a-year. It does not appear that he 
ift any male ofispring. 

Con^ered as a poUtical drama, the comedy has ereat 
merit, and the writer must have been a bold man to have 
hazarded its representation at a period, and in a city, 
where he must have known it was almost certain it would 
be obnoxious to the powerful party, of which Shaftesbury 
bad been the bead, and which had given proof of its 
influence by ignoring the bill of indictment for treaaon 
{»«sentfid against his lordship to the Grand Jury, con- 
sisting of twenty-four of the principal citizens of London, 
on the 24lh of November 1681. Upon his acquittal, 
the noble lord was taken from the Old Bailey with 
shouts of applause, which lasted for an hour. A medal 
was engraved by his adherents to perpetuate their 
triumph over the Court, which gave rise to Drydea's 
" MfSa," or a satire against sedition, published in March 
168S. Shaftesbury, aware that the better part of valour 
is disoretdon, judged it best to part company with his 
• Qraneer, vol. vi. p. 9, I^ndon 1824, fifth edition. 
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friends and retire to Holland, where he died on the 
2Sth of Janoary 16|S, 

Great interest was used bf the Wbiga to prevent the 
lepreeentotioD of the play, but at last Crowne induced 
the King, with whom he was a great faYOurite per- 
sonally, to order the Lord Chamberkin to authorise the 
performance, a command he found himself compelled to 
obey. Whether Charles witnessed the first or any early 
performance has not been ascerttuned, bat that he 
perused the play before its representation seems evident.* 

Apart from tbe political portion the dnuna has some 
amnsing scenes, but is sadly disB^^ured by that indelicacy 
which will be fomid in almost all the writers of the 
period, and which continued during the earlyportion of 
the century that followed. The character of Fkvio is, to 
a considerable eiteot, borrowed from Wycherley's comedy 
of the " Country Wife," acted in 1672 or 1673, but not 
printed until 1674, where Homer pretends impotency for 
the same purpose as Florio.-h 

The names of the original performers have not been 
preserved, with the exception of that of Aathony, better 
known as Tony Leigh — sometimes spelt Lee, nnd Dsually 
80 pronounced — who, we ore told by Crowne, was in- 
structed by him to act the part of Bartoline, and pro- 
nounce the words of the part in the extraordinary 
fashion preserved in the printed copy of the play. As 
Leigh was celebrated for his acting it may fairly be 
assmned that the character would be admirably repre- 
sented, more ef^«ciaUy as Bartoline was, like Counsellor 
Eitheraide, wilhng to take fees from both sides, and 
lawyers are usually brought on the stage to be laughed at 

Noble, the continnator of Granger, has thu taief 
notice:^ — "Anthony Leigh, descended from a respeot- 

* " Crowne'H Life," prefixed to this odition of bia dramatic 
works, p. liii. See sUo prefatory remsrka to Sir Courtly Nice. 
"Crown6," vol. iiL 

t Ouriok DBTt oantuiy altered this play, and after expunging 
the offennTfl parts, made it popular under tbe name of the 
"Country Girl." Loodou, 1766. It wm rerived by Mrs Jor- 
dan, and was frequently anted duriog tbe early port of this 
century. It vaa recently revived in Landon, but did not suit 
tbe present age. 

: Vol. i. p. 208, London 1806. 
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able familfof Northarapton, died in 1692. Loid Godol- 

C' in poBaoaed an original portrait of this comedian,* and 
Granger remarka that the print engraved from it was 
tbe fiiBt he had Beea in which an actor waa repreaented 
in bis theatrical character. Tonj Leigh, bh he was called, 
excelled in corned;." He acted the part of Antonio, 
the diuolnte aenator, in " Venice Pr^erved," and waa 
famed for his performance of the Spanish Friar in 
Beanmont and Fletcher's comedj of that name. His 
portrait was painted by Sir Godfrey Kneller, from which 
the print mentioned waa engraved by Smith. 

Geneate says that Leigh died in 1693,abouta week after 
Honntford, the actor, had been murdered by Lord Hohtin. 
He quotes this anecdote of him from Gibber :i- — "In King 
James' time Obediah Walker, head of the UniverBity Col- 
lege, turned Papiat. Aa he waa a very learned man, and 
had been an eminent tutor, hia couversion made a con- 
siderable attr. Leigh acted the part of Teamie in the 
'Committee,'^ at tne University, hauling in Obediah, a 
character of tbe piece, with a hdter about bin neck, and 
threatening to hang him for not drinking the King's 
health. According to his written part he put himeelf 
into a more than usual heat, which occasioned hie 
mast«r to aak what Obediah hod done to deserve aoclt 
usage 1 Leigh, folding bis arms with a ridiculous atare 
of astonishment, replied ' Upon my ahoule, he baa 
changed his religion.' This, of course, every one applied 
to the real Obediah of Oxford, and tbe jest was received 
with a burst of applause, but Leigh was given to under- 
stand that James II., aa might have been anticipated, was 
much displeased at it." 

Leigh's first appearance was in 1672 in Dorset Gar- 
deos, where he acted the part of Pacheco in the " Refor- 
mation," and his second in 1674, when he performed 
Politee ID " Herod and Mariamne."S He appeared every 
year from 1678 until 1692, in a variety of characters 
which are for the moat part enumerated by Geneate. || 

* Probably the portrut paiiit«d for the Earl of Dorset. 

+ Vol ii. p. 35. 

I By Sir Bobert Howard. 

§ A Tragedy written by 9amuel Pordage. Ito, 1073. 

I Vol. ii. p. 3fl. 
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The comedy of " City Politics" wsb performed at Dmry 
liane 'I'heatre upon the 11th July 1712. In the " Daily 
Courant," No. 4509, Monday, July 15, 1717, there will 
be found the following advertisement ; — " By the Com- 
pany of Comedians. — At the Theatre in Lincoln's -Inn- 
fielda, on Wedaeaday next, being the 17th of July, will 
be revived, a comedy (not acted but twice these eight 
years), call'd The City PoUticka, written b;r the late Mr 
Crown, author of Sir Courtly Nice. The Principal Parte 
to be performed by Mr Leigh.* Mr Smith, Mr Bullock, 
senior, Mr Bullock, Junior, Mr Hall, Mrs Bulioct, junior, 
and Mrs Spilter. With entertainments of singing. Be- 
ginning exactly at half an hoiu* after aiz." lliis adver- 
tisement is repeated on the 1 7th of July. What saccean 
attended the revival is unknown, but from this date 
no trace has been found of it ever having agniii been 
performed. 

* This was Francis Leigh, the son of Tony Leigh. It is not 
mentioned what character lie performed, — perhaps the Lawyer 
Bartoline, so auocesBf ully pourtrftjed by hi> father. 
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TO THE EEADEE. 



This Flay, since its coming to light, has so clear'd 
its self and me Irom aspersions, that I am afraid 
frhat I shall now, will appear vanity and a QouriBh- 
ing the colours aft«r victory ; but I think it not 
pradent to lay down arms when there ia an enemy 
in the field. Several stories that once wounded my 
reputation, and half smother'd this Flay, still 
march up and down, and do me private mischief, 
and every day they get new detachments of addi- 
tional inventious ; some of these I think my self 
bound to deal withal, 'Tis said I openly confest 
who I meant by the principal characters in the 
Play, particularly by that of Bartoline. That this 
is false, common sense and the character it self 
will prove. Is it possible I should be such a 
Bartholomew-Cokes,* to pull out my purae in a 
fair, and as soon as ever a knave tickled my ear 
with a straw — a little silly flattery — I should let go 
my discretion and perhaps my fortune l^for libels 
may prove costly things. They that made this 
fool's coat for me should first have been sure it 
would fit me, lest it be tnru'd on their bands, and 
they made to wear it themselves. 'Tis known I 
am too guilty of the other extreme of reservedness: 
I do not often expose my writings, much lees my 
thoughts, naked. And, for the same reason that 

* Cokee — One such aa was then conunoiil; met with at Bar- 
tholomew Fair, eanlj impoaed od. 



ciq mod t, Google 



96 CITY POLITICKS. 

beggars keep out of the way when they find the 
ofScere severe, the OTerseers of the foUy of the 
parish have m often whipt an imdreBt poor piece 
of mine round the town, when I brought it to beg 
a httle charitable covering, that I care not to come 
at 'em. If I had nothing to depend on but the col- 
lections of wit in the Play Wardens-Box, I should 
be miserable. If therefore I find such ill enter- 
tainment from those who pretend to provide for 
lis, could I hope for good from strangeni and 
enemies 1 In the next place, is it probable I 
shonld make my self worse than I am, and accuse 
my self of mischief I never intended 1 That I 
never designed to personate any one, appears, 
because I Tiave not done it ; for I who have 
drawn the general corruption of lawyers so well 
as to please considerable judges, indeed the whole 
town, cou'd with as mach ease have pictur'd any 
man's particular qualities, which I wou'd not hear 
of, though some won'd have entic'd me to it. 
That I have made my lawyer old and married to 
a young wife, is of no more concernment to any 
gentleman in those circumstances than the descrip- 
tion of a thief in a gazette, by hia wig and coat, 
is to an honest man directly so habited. He that, 
finding his friend's accoutrement agree in some 
thing with those in the advertisement, shall think 
him a thief, and draw his sword to defend him 
from every constable, deserves to be laugh'd at 
for an ass. I had a more honourable opinion of 
those who are said to be personated than to sus- 
pect any one wou'd apprehend them by two such 
lewd characters as fiartoline and Lucinda; to 
which the;^ are so directly opposite in all things 
but what is innocent and common, age and mar- 
ri^e. If I must have stript my characters of 
these, for fear of giving offence, I must not bring 
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a villain on the stage witli a nose, becanae many 
honest men have noaee, and some of 'em majr be 
thought to be aim'd at. Nor is any one old man 
more then another mimiqued by Mr Lee's way of 
speaking, which all the comedians can witness 
was my own invention, and Mr Lee was taught it 
by me. To prove this farther, I. have printed 
Bartoline's part in tliat manner of spelling by 
which I taught it Mr Lee. They who have no 
teeth cannot pronounce many letters plain, but 
perpetually lisp, and break their words, and some 
words they cannot bring out at all As for in- 
stance, th is pronounc'd by thrusting the tongue. 
hard to the teeth, therefore that sound they cannot 
make, but something .like it For that reason yon 
will often find in Bartoline's part, instead of th, 
a y ; as yat for that, yish for this, yoah for those ; 
sometimes a t is left out, as housand for thousand, 
hirchy for thirty ; s they pronounce like eh, as aher 
for air, musht for must; t they speak like ch, 
therefore you will find chnie for true, chreason 
for treason, cho for to, choo for two, chen for ten, 
chake for take. And this ch is not to be pro- 
nounc'd like k, as 'tis in Christian, but as in chUd, 
church, chest. I desire the reader to observe 
these things, becanae otherwiae he will hardly 
understand much of the lawyer's part, which, in 
thf opinion of alt, is the most divertising in the 
Com^y ; but when this ridiculous way of speak- 
ing is familiar with him, it will render the part 
more pleasant. 

The next auspicious character is that of the 
Doctor. Some say I have abus'd an eminent 
divine to whom this nation is much oblieg'd, and 
are greatly offended. Either that divine is guilty 
of the faults I have expos'd or not : if he be not, 
they abuse him by applying them to him ; if he be, 
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he is not wrongfd at alL If a divine's coat be funl, 
is it BacriledKB to brush it, and make it fit for 
dn-ietian society ? Strangely preposterous is the 
zeal of some men : they will bum the picture of 
Christ where ever they find it, but defend the 
picture of the Devil if it be in the pogaeBsion 
of one of their friends. And St Jude telle us, A 
railer and despiser of dignities is not like a good 
angel, for St Michael won'd not rail at the Devil ; 
but I charge no man with these crimes ; they who 
have a mind to bestow 'em on their friends, may. 
The other characters I shall not trouble myself 
withall, but leave 'em to be ehar'd among the 
par^ as they please. 

Having thus vindicated my innocence, I must 
say something in behalf of my discretion. Sup- 
pose I have not injur'd particulmfl, yet in assault- 
ing a whole powerful party I appear little less 
than a mad man, at least in their opinion ; per- 
haps I was so when I 'first wrote this Playj tiien 
half the nation was mad ; and no man that I saw 
had cause to be so but the poets. Our trades and 
liberties were actually seiz'd ; all professione broke 
in upon us, and made themselves free of the com- 
pany of rhymers, without any charter from nature. 
News-mongers and intelligencers took up the in- 
vention of fables, and so clog'd the market, ours 
would not vend ; joiners, carpenters, and biii^- 
layers applied themselves to the building of State 
projects, and, in order to that, very often took 
measure of verse, but none o' their own heads, 
which they woii'd have found very unfit for either 
profession of poetry or policy. Now, it is hard 
the authors of these connisions shou'd upbraid us 
with a distemper themselves occasion'd, nay, en- 
couraged in their friends, whom they eudeavour'd 
to make as mad as they cou'dj and truly, when I 
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saw BO many mad men, I thought it a shame for a 
poet not to be as mad as any one else. Tamenees 
in a poet ia as great a diBeaee as frenzy in another ; 
and when a poet does not rave, his wits are not 
right. When all men's brains were a galloping, I 
coa'd not hold in mine, and I play'd but the same 
freaks others did : they rode a tilt at lawful, and 
. I at unlawful powers ; mechaniquea leapt over the 
heads of princes, and I over the heads of mechan- 
iqnes : and I was held in so long, tUl they weie 
taken many holes lower, that now I may be ac- 
counted a very sober rider, and neither my neck 
nor discretion in danger. I am threatned by a 
Parliament; but they nave a childish opinion of 
that wise assembly, who think they will concern 
themselves for such poppets as I have made sport 
with. No doubt they will endeavour to tune the 
nation, but not with such clattering keys aa mine : 
they will maintain the laws, but not the knavery 
and corruption of lawyers; they will defend the 
liberties of the subject, but railing, faction, and 
saucineas are no part of our liberties that I know 
of; they will encourage the evidences of the late 
Popish-Plot against our religion, but neither them 
or others in a plot against good manners. No 
doubt 'tis hateful to see Popes tread on the necks 
of princes, but 'tis as odious to see a rabble fling 
dirt in their faces : they will suppress the enemies 
of our religion and government, than they will 
encourage uiia Comedy, for it promotes the same 
design. Any one that knows the dialect of these 
times must needs understand the true Protestants 
reflected on in this Comedy are a sort of men who 
abuse that honourable name by taking it to them- 
selves; and whilst they cry, Protestant religion, 
Protestant reli^on t mean as much another thing 
as the chimney sweeper did that cryed, Mull'd 
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sm;k ! A sturdy crew they are, that think to defy 
all authority, and obtun whatever they ask, by 
begging in numbers like gypaies. They pretend 
also to fortune- telling, and exactly to know what 
shall be any man's destiny at the conjunction of 
such heavenly bodies as a Parliament ; or it may 
be by physiognomy, if your eyes be not as good in 
seeing plots as theirs, and by twenty other marks 
in the face or hand ; but they are so often mistaken 
in their predictions, their art is become ridiculous. 
The lines in my hand I do not understand, but I 
do perfectly those in my Comedy ; and I am cer- 
tain by them to suffer no mischief from good men. 
I may, as I have done already, from liars and 
barbarous cowardly assassinates. Thus much for 
the innocence and honesty of my self and the 
Play ; the wit and poetry of it I leave to shift 
for themselves. I have beard nothing substantial 
objected against them, so I shall not fight with 
chimeras. They who cannot find any wit in it, 
perhaps wou'd be as much at a loss if it were 
never so full j for 'tis probable wit and they are 
so great strangers, they may meet and never know 
it. They who do not like the plot must blame the 
(action who invented the origmal, for mine's but 
a copy. 
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SPOKEN BY HR SMITH. 

Good Heaven be thankt ! the frenzy of the nation 

Begins to cure, and wit to grow in fashion ; 

Long the two theatres did proudly jar. 

And for chief sway, like two republiques, war ; 

When of the sudden a devouring host 

Of dreadful knights — I aay not of the post — 

But strange tongue warriors, over-ran the town, 

And blew the stage, almost the kingdom, down. 

And with the stage the poets must expire. 

For bells will melt if steeples be on fire ; 

Then coffee houses theatres were grown, 

Where zealots act«d in a furious tone, 

Oliver's porter damning Babylon. , 

But they more mad ; for be, in his worst fit. 

Was ne'er so mad as to talk treason yet.* 

Tia strange those men should wish the Pope such 

evil. 
Who are so kind to the Pope's friend, the Devil. 
They drink, they whore, and at their rulers rant, 
And all is well in a true Protestant 

* There a & very curiouB por^ait of Oliver Cromwell'B porter 
iu Tempest's "Crvesof London." It was his custom to declaim 
occaaionall; on religiouB subjects JQ the streets, but he took 
Terr pood care never to fall foul of the eiisting powera. 

ThjE porter, Daniel, was for awhile in Bedlam, where he had 
hii library allawed hmi, and it is said Uiat the moat ooiu^pioQ- 
ona Tolame in his coIleotioD was a large bitde, gifen him bf 
NellOwTii. 
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These follies have the nation long employ'd. 
And almost all Hie poet's trade destro/d. 
That they may justly seek reprisals now. 
And boaxd those pyratea which brou^t them ao 

low; 
Seize un that ware by which some men by stealth 
Promote the traffic of a common-wealth : 
Ware, some believe by priest and Jesuits spun; 
They weave the cloth, fanatics put it on. 
But some will say, A poet mend the age 1 
In these high matters now dare they engage 1 
Why, sirs, a poet's reformation scorn, 
Since the reformers now all poets turn 1 
And by their awkard jangling rhymes proclaim, 
Like bells rung backward, that the town's on flame : 
The city Whigs such cursed poets chuse. 
For that alone they should their charter lose.* 
He is a wretched coxcomb who believes 
Muses, like juries, will be packt by sheriSs. 
But their ill palate no fine dressing needs : 
All stuff that any Whigish fancy breeds 
They swallow down, and live like ducks on weeds. 
'These things give all the nations round delight : 
Sure at our fools to laugh we have most righL 
Let's not our mirth to Uireign kingdoms send, 
But here the growth of our own country spend. 
Heaven knows what sums the cause has cost this 

town I 
Here you may have it all for half-a-crown. 
■ Bridtfiitly refemng to 'ci^'"-'- Settla. 
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FlobiO, a debauch, teho pretends to he dying of the dis- 
eases his vices brought upon him, and pmiient. 

In love leiih Bosaura. 
Abtall, a debauch that follows the Court, in love with 

iMcinda. 
Paolo CahiLLO, a factious, proud, ftiwy, credulous, 

foolish, rich citizen, chosen chief magistrate, or 

Lord Podesta of Naples. 
Cbafvt, his Son, an impudent, amorous, pragmatical 

fop, that pretends to wit and poetry. In lorn with 

his father's wife. 
A Bricciayer, a bold, savcy faciious fellow, that 

governs thePode^a. 
Doctor Fancht, an ignorant, railing fellow, that 

pretends to learning, 
Babtolink, an old corrupt Lawyer. 
Thk Governor of the Citt, a man of honour 

and worth. 
A foolish mislalnng Irlsh Witness, suborned by 

Bartoline. 
BOBAURA, a wanton, beauHfal woman, married to the 

Podesta, amd in love with Florio. 
LUCINDA, an ignorant, wanton, country girl, married , 

h Bartoline. 
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Seme I., a Bed-chamber. 

Enier Flobio, in kis night-gown. 

Enter Pieteo. 

Florio. Pietro! 

Pietro. Sir! 

Flo. What nevB, Pietro 1 Has the worthy 
citizen irboin I have elected to be my cuckold 
attain'd the other dignity of Fodesta of Naples 
yet 1 

Piet. Not yet, sir, but he will attaio it very 
speedily : all his puty are hard at work, voices 
and elbows at it ; and they exceed the other forty 
for one. 

Flo. I am glad of it, Pietro; for when he is 
chief magistrate of Naples, I shall be [free] of his 
wife, disi^tch his domestic affairs, and receive all 
the fees of that sweet office. 

Piet. In troth, you deae^e it, sir ; for you buy 
the place dear, 

Flo. Indeed I give a great deal for it, Pietro ; I 
fflve some scores of ready mistresses I have in 
bank for the reversion of one, which perhaps I 
may never enjoy. 

Piet. A great price, sir ! 

J'lo. Tis so, Pietro I I give away a hundred 
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other pleasures into the bargain ; as drunkenness, 
a sweet sin, Pietro, Wine ia as necessary to a 
man as a navigable river to a city ; it conveys to 
him many pleasant commodities ; without it, ha 
must depend upon his own growth. 

PUl. "Tis true, sir. 

Flo. Then I part with all the society of my 
witty, lewd friends, to keep company with dnll, 
lewd saiots. 

Put. Not saints, sir, but Whigs. 

Flo. That's as bad ; and so lose the reputation 
of my loyalty and good affection to my Pnnce. 

Piet. You also part with the reputation of being 
sound, sir, and of your affection to women. In 
■bort, sir, you pass for a poor, rotten, dying saint. 

Flo. A dead Saint, Pietro ; at least a dead sin- 
ner; for I appear the ghost of what I was, all my 
vices mortified, and I am in a world very different 
from that I us'd to live in. I talk godly, a strange 
language to me, Pietro ; I pray, hear sermons, 
live soberly, abstain from wine, women, and wits ; 
a strange life to me ; but this new world is a dis- 
mal purgatory, for as yet I have not attain'd my 
heaven — my Bosaura I if I should never attain her, 
Pietro— 

Piet Twill not be her fault, sir. 

Flo. That's true, Pietro. 

Piet. I suppose, sir, she is not frightened by the 
ghost you appear to be 1 

Flo. No, Pietro ! she knows me to be flesh and 
blood, sound flesh and blood, whose only disease is 
a troublesome, watchful cuckold. If I can be 
cur'd of him, she'll venture on me. 

PieL If you never attain her, sir. Heaven be 
prais'd. You won't lose your sufferings ; you will 
attain the Stateman's mistress, Popularity. 

Flo. Popularity! damn her! A lewd, inconstant, 
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comman prostitute; so old, she's blind, and cannot 
distinguish an honest man from a knave ; though 
she has a hundred pair <^ spectacles put on her 
nose, that shew the knave never so clear, she cries, 
I can't see him I Ignoramus, Ignoramus, that's all 
the sense she has. 

Fiet. It may be not, sir ; she sees well enough, 
but is too cunning to lay open the blemishes of 
her stallion. 

Flo. It may be so ; but were she fairer than the 
moat doting Statesman thinks her, she is not so 
charming as a hundred "beautiful women which I 
lose for her. 

Piei. That's tme. sir ! 

Flo. Do not the ladies give me for gone t 

Pitt. For a dead man, sir ! 

Flo. And do they lament me % 

Pid. All, all, sir ! the virtuous ladies s^h, and 
cry 'tis pity ; the other run distracted ; the very . 
common whores abstain from plays, and bawds 
neglect their brandy-bottles. 

Flo. You see what it is, Pietro, to do good in a 
man's generation. Hark I 

\A shout, "Paulo, Paylo." Pieiro gott out, 
and presently re-enters. 
The news, Pietro 1 

Piet. Your friend ia chosen, sir. 

Flo. Is he } Then shall I enter into my employ- 
ments speedily. Now he is fill'd with authority, 
he will be drunk with pride to the end of his year ; 
and I can make him reel whether and when I 

please. Hark I somebody comes 

[Futro looks out, 

Piet. Esquire Artall, sir. 

FI9. That rogue t My patch upon my nose, my 
pillow and sick equipage, quickly. 
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Snler Artall. 

Art. Where's this damn'd confounded h}'pocritef 
This religious, fftctions, dying saint 1 I come to give 
yon thanks for the legacy you leave the nation ; a 
sweet rogue you have helped into power. We shall 
have a fine time on't. 

Flo. Sir, if I have committed any crime in't, let 
the law punish me, but do not muraer me with all 
this noise. I have mortal distempers enough upon 
me, I need not your bawling. 

Art. That you have not one sound part in your 
Boul or body I firmly believe ; that the greatest 
part of your body comes out of shops, and every 
night goes not into bed, but boxes, I know ; but 
that your soul and body, although they have used 
one another, are upon parting, Ino more believe, 
than ihat your soul and your vices are parted. 

Flo. I value not what you believe, sir, but why 
should it be incredible a man shou'd part wiui 
any thing that uses him ill 1 Say my vices had 
not murder'd me, 'tis sufficient they fool'd and en- 
slav'd me. 

Art. Ah, poor man ! 

Flo. I was a common bell-man with my rhymes 
to chime fools asleep in their sins, a beadle to whip 
out of the ttarish impudent beggars, and such we 
esteem all church creeds and principles. 

Art. So you do still, sir, and are as little chari- 
table to 'em, whatever you pretend, as to any other 
kind of beggars, for you will give good words to 
any handsome b^^ar yon hope to make a whore 
of ; and you have a worse design on religion, to 
make her a bawd to carry on some lewd project. 

Flo. Eail on, or laugh on, or both, I care not ! 
yon and the rest of my ^eistical companions 
were Heaven-threat 'ning, which stood, long be- 
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tveen me and the Church ; and though I dwelt 
among you, I confess to my shame, I was afraid 
of you ; but now, Heaven be praised, I have 
travel'd beyond yon, and shall sever loot back on 
those horrors and precipices more. 

Art. And are now got within a day's journey of 
Heaven ; are you not, sir 1 

Flo. What is that to you, sir t Get you about 
yonr business, do not disturb me and make me 
spend my spirits to no purpose ! 

ArL 1 wou'd only take my leave, wish you a 
good journey, and ask you when we shall see you 
again; for you will not stay long in Heaven I 
know, — there's no company that you will like, sir. 

Fh. None that £ like so ill as yours, sir. [Aside. 
This fellow vexes me so, I inmost faint. 

Art. There are none of your club, sir. Wits that 
believe one St^ divine before all the twelve 
Apostles, sir. — 

Flo. I am quite fainting ! 

Art. That count his story true, and all theirs 
a sham, sir. 

'Flo. This fellow babbles me out of my senses. 

Art. You'd babble and scribble us out of our 
estates. 

Flo. Quite babbl'd me dead I I faint ! ^ve me a 

cordial ! if ever you let him in again I'll 

pooh 1 can hardly speak give me that cor- 
dial quickly ! [Drinics. 

Art. A plague on you I 

Flo. Oh ! he has startled me with his frightful 
curse ! made me spill my cordial, slabber my self, 
and almost choke my self. Bless me I what work's 
here with this fellow ! 

Art. Have I almost chok'd thee with a cordial ) 
then thon art no right saint, for I have seen one 
of those they call the true Protestants swallow an- 
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other man's whole estate for a cordial, and never 
choke himself. Choke thee 1 damn thee ! 

Flo. Mercy on me ! what a cursing and swearing 
the wretch keeps. To what purpose is all this, thou 
silly fellow I I warrant thou thinkest those fine 
mouth'd jewels become thee, and art ae proud of 
them AS a cannibal of a ring in his nose. If to be 
one of the devil's knights, called an atheist, be a 
fine thing, prithee wear a better badge of thy order- 
than an oath or a curse, for those are porterly 
badges. 

Art. Confound thee I sink thee 1 

Fk. Take me away, take me away ! I am not 
able to bear this. \Emt, led ml by kis Servants. 

Art. Ha I ha I ha ! the dissimulatiou of these 
fellows is pleasant ; but, a pox on't, we pay too 
dear for these jests, they coat us confusion and 
almost ruin. These fellows so love division, every 
one of 'em has two parties in himself. 
There is in every true Protestant breast 
A Heraclitus Ridens, his contest 
A knave in earnest, and a saint in jest 
The saint looks up to Heaven, the knave that 

Your pocket picks, and at the cheat does smile : 
Catch him, he, like a hedge-hog scrapes yonr fury 
Under the prickles of a sturdy jury ;* 
Then, looking out, he does the hunters brave, 
For squiutiitg vilely between saint and knave ; 
He looks ten ways at once, so they that watch him, 
Cannot tell whidi he'll take, and never catch him. 
[Exit. 
Enier Pibtro peeping. 
Piet. Sir, he's gone ! 
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Enter Florio. 
Fb. Is he I that's well. 

Enler a Servant. 
Sen. Sir, here's the new Lord Podesta's son, Mr 
Craffy! 

Fh. Oh ! my friend's son 1 you must let him 
come in, though he be & very troublesome coxcomb. 

Enier Craffy. 
Craf. Oh, friend Florio ! are you here t 
Flo. Ay, sir, thanks to my distemper that keeps 
me prisoner. 

Craf. Whoo ! but aren't you wi' my father 

Flo. No, I profess I am here, sir. 

Craf. How are you able to be here t 

Flo. I am not able to be any where else, I'm so 
iU. 

Craf. Ill ? you are a dull man, for if you were 
not dull, you wou'd go to my father's election ; if 
you were giving up the ghost, 'tis better than a 
thousand bear-baitings. Stay! a Camtllo ! a Cam- 
illo ! a Camillo ! say our party ; what do you keep 
such a bawling for such a fellow t says one of 
theirs ; such a fellow 1 say our party, and set up a 
laughing and hissing, and a hissing and a laughing^ 
for all your laughing and hissing I'll speak my 
mind ! says the man ; wiU ye so i says one of our 

Sarty, and gives him a thump with his elbow un- 
er the small guts. Now, will you speak your 
mind 1 says our man : the man is speechless. 
Flo. A good way of silencing a man. 
Graf. The best way we have. So upon that some 
of their party began to bear up, but we never gave 
over till we had quite hiss'd 'em, and hooted em, 
and rogued *em, and Toryed 'em out of the Hall. 
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Fto. I am glad of it. 

Craf. But who do you think was the captain of 
all oar party, to lead 'em on whereTor he saw an 
enemy ; and, I bell eve, 'discharged "Eogue, Kogae," 
forty times for any man's once ) 

Flo. Who! 

Craf. Your chaplain, Doctor Panchy. 

Flo. Oh ! he is a zealous man ! where is he 1 for 
I want to go to my prayers. 

Craf. Pray t h« can't speak, he's so hoarse ; he's 
gone to drink a glass of sack to clear his pipes. The 
truth is, I had as live he shou'd pray for me as any 
body. 

Flo. Why BO t 

Craf. Because no saint in Heaven dare deny him 
any thing, for if he shou'd, he'd call him rogue 
and rascal Well, but this is not the business I 
come to thee about : what dost think it is 1 

Flo. I cannot guess. 

Craf. Guess ! no, I'll give thee a thousand 
guesses to guess it. I will give thee ten thousand. 
Come ! I'll give till this time twelvemonth, and 
thou shalt think of nothing else. 

Flo. Eeally, I have a little other bus'ness to 
employ my thoughts about. 

Craf. Well, I'll put thee out of thy pain, and 
tell thee the oddest thing that ever thou heardest 
in thy life. Thou know'st my father has lately 

married the most delicate, luscious luscious 

luB Didst ever see such a woman iu thy 

lifel 

Flo. I can't tell, I am past those studies now. 
The young lady no doubt is handsome enough ; but 
what o' that I 

Craf. I am stark mad in love with her. 

Flo. In love with your father's wife t 

Craf. Ay, so mad for her, that I am quite out of 
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my wits ; nay, I ha' not only lost my wite, but my 
Btomach. 

Flo. The greater loss of the two. 

Graf. 1 can't eat nor drink, 1 can't sleep neither. 
I was once a rare sleeper ; constantly after supper 
my eyes ua'd to call for their evening's draught, and 
I was no sooner in bed, but they wou'd tope off 
fourteen hoars at one go4own. Now I tumble and 
toss like a child that has the worms, love and 
poetry are continually biting me, I can't pray 
neither when I fall to my beads. Instead of crying 
Ave Maria, I cry Ave mother-in-law ! I hava given 
over all sorts of pleasures, I read no news, go to no 
coffee-house, frequent no club, and take no snufiL 

Flo. Why you are come to a sad pass. 

Craf. In troth I am ! thou won'd'st say so if 
thou knew'st all, and I come to thee, to beg of 
thee, as ever thou would'st save the life of an 
honest young fellow of thy own party, and a true 
Whig as I hope to be sav'd, to lend me a little of 
thy assistance, for thou art a rare fellow at wench- 
ing, knew'st all the tricks of women, and hast 
great power over my mother, 

Fh. And so I must procure her for you, sir 1 

Craf. Ay, prithee, do now ! Prithee, dear rogue, 
do now ! Brother Whig, brother Whig, prithee, 
dear brother Whig, do now! 

Fh. Brother Whig ! thou horrid wretch, brother 
to the devil ! Art thou in earnest % 

Craf. Why, thou horrid fool, brother to a change- 
ling ! dost tmnk I come to hear my self prate ! 

Flo. Then wou'dst thou cuckold thy father, thon 
monster 1 

Craf. Wou'd I not if I cou'd, thou monster t 
wou'd any thing refuse to lye with such a sweet 
creature but a monster ^ 

Flo. Would any thing but the hotrid'st villain 
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upon earth endeavour to dishonour his father's 
bedl 

Cra/. Wou'd any thing but the horrid'st ass 
upon earth say a lusty young fellow shall not 
honour his father's bed more tn&n an old fumbler 
that disgraces it t 

Flo. Then, 'tis a thing of reputation with thee 
to commit incest 1 

Craf. Incest t Prithee don't trouble me with 
hard names. I don't think it is any more incest to 
lye with the same woman my father does, than to 
drink in the same glass, or sit in the same pew at 
church. 

Flo. Is there no difference between your father's 
wife and hia pew ) 

Craf. He makes none, for they only both lay 
him asleep. I would make a difference, I confess, 
in the sweet u^e, not that I think his wife more 
sacred than his pew, for the locking of a man to a 
woman in marriage, or in a pew in a church, are 
only a couple of church tricks to get money, one 
for the pnest, and t'other for the sexton ; that's 
all. 

Flo. You are a fine fellow ! 

Craf. I wou'd I were so fine a fellow as to please 
my mother-in-law, and I would not change to be 
thee, if thou wert at thy best ; and I do all I can 
to be a fine fellow, it costs me the Lord knows 
what in one beauty-water or another to mend my 
face, and, a pox on't, I'm never the handsomer. 
Prithee, hast e'er a looking-glass to see how I lookl 

Flo. Why, if thou look'st never so well, dost 
thou think thou could'at charm thy mother into 
an incestuous strumpet 1 

Craf What a robust word is there ! Look thee, I 
understand trap, and so does she ; I kist her behind 
t'other day, that is, I came behind and kist her, 
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pretending I took her for the waiting-woman, and 
she let me, pretending she took me for my father; 
a rank sham o' both sides, we had both a mind to 
kiss, and there's an end : and I swear she let me 
rumple those sweet lips of hers as patiently as a 
mercer will let a good customer do his silkB in 
hopes to put 'em off. 

Flo. Ha ! I'm glad you tell me this, sir, since 
she is so weak a piece, I'll fortify her. 

Craf. With godly counsels ! Putting forces into 
her head will never fortify her tail ; what signifies 
fortifying the capital city, when the remote pro- 
vinces rebel i 

Flc. I shall bring down the prince of the country, 
your father, sir, upon you, who, if he cannot quell 
the rebellion, shall deal with yon. 

Craf. Wiy, thou wu't not betray me, wu't thou T 
I never knew a religious fool that was not a rogue 
in my life. I tell thee what, if thou dost tell my 
father I would lye with hie wife, egad, I'll swear 
to him thou dost lye with ber, and 111 bring a 
hundred witnesses to confirm it, besides corrobor- 

Flo. How 1 

Craf. Yes, that I will ! I'll teach you to play the 
knave, you stinking, damn'd fellow you I I'm going 
now by my father's order to search the cathedral 
for arms to affront the clergy, and make 'em sus- 
pected for plotters ; now, instead of arms, I'll 
search for swearers, and if they catch you by the 
back, they'll shake yoii worse then an ague, and be 
harder to cure than the pox, sir. 

Flo. There is a way to be cur'd, sir. 

Craf. Ay, twelve Protestant consciences cleanly 
pickt. Not one or t'other side amongst 'em are as 
certain a eilre of an evidence as Jesuits' powder of 
an ague. Probatum est. [7s going of. 
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Flo. Come back ! Thou art such a villain, I know 
not what to do with thee. 

Craf. And thou art such a knave, I know not 
what to do with thee; pox on me for trusting thee. 

Flo. If I should conceal thy wickedness, thoii 
wouldet proceed in it. 

Craf. I will proceed, whether thou concealest it 
or no. 

Flo. And ruin thy soul 1 

Craf. I don't know whether I have a sonl or no. 

Flo. If I tell thy father 

Craf. Then I'll forswear it. 

Flo. And hide your roguery with perjury i 

Craf. Ay, and be a true Protestant for all that. 

Flo. And break your father's heart J 

Craf. I'll come the sooner to his estate, and the 
easier to his wife. 

Flo. Oh fine fellow ! Well, sir, out of love to 
your good father, whose heart this news wou'd 
break, and out of love to the city, whose safety 
depends much upon your wise father's conduct, I 
will conceal this ; but I'll watch you. 

Craf. Watch and be hang'd! — 1 wou'd watch 
thee for my mother, but that she knows thou art 
such a foul, rusty gun, if she should discharge thee, 
thou wouldst fly in pieces, and hazard her ufe too. 

Flo. Away, you monster ! 

Cmf Away, you godly, false puppy. [Erif. 

Flo. I am glad the fool gave me this notice. I 
do not know — 

But my fair love, like an o'er fertile field, 
May breed rank weeds, if she be idly till'd ; 
Lest love for fools should in her bosom live, 
She shall have all the tillage I can give, [A'.'iV. 



ciq mod t, Google 



116 CITY POLITICKS. 

Scene II. — the Street. 

SiUer the GOVERNOR OF THE City, Abtall, and 

Guard. 

Gov. This foolish, headstrong city will chuse 

that factious, troublesome coxcomb Paulo Camillo 

for tbeir Podesta. 

[A shfful, A Paulo .' a Pavlo ! 

Enter Podesta, Citizens, Bricklayer. 

Br. A brave Paulo ! We ha' carried thee, boy, 

Oo. Is this gentleman elected 1 

Br. Yes, that he is, for all the tricks that were 
us'd to hinder it. 

Go. I thought his Excellency the Viceroy had 
giv'n you intimation another person wou'd be 
more pleasing to him, and in this juncture more 
fitting for the office. 

P^. Another man more fit to be Podesta than 
1 1 Then I shall think another man more fit to be 
Viceroy than he, and so I'll make bold humbly to 
acquaint his Majesty. [Amde. 

Bt. Are we to follow the Viceroy's pleasure, or 
our own consciences 1 

Art. Here's a saucy rogue ! 

Go. What are you, sir, that undertake thus im- 
pudently for all the rest ) 

Br. 'Tia well known what I am. I am a free- 
man of Naples, a bricklayer by trade. 

Go. Oh, I have heard of a busy, pragmatical 
fellow that calls himself the Catholic bricklayer. 
Are you he, sir 1 

Br. I am not bound by law to give an account 
what I am ; if any one has any thing to say to me, 
let him ded with me according to law. 

Go. But, sir, you might he so civil as to make 
me an answer. 
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Br. I'll do nothing for do man, but according 

Pod. My lord, the man as to his occupation is 
but a mean man ; but a» to his abilities, he makes 
a very considerable figure. 

^rt. He is a pretty figure indeed ! 

£r. We have a charter for the free election of 
our magistrate ; and what we have done, onr 
charter will justify. 

Oo. Have you a charter to be saucy, sir 1 

£r. What I speak is according to law, and T may 
speak law in defence of our proceedings. 

Pod. Come, pray be silont ! 'tis according to law 
also for me to speak. His Excellence, the Viceroy, 
has been pleased to oppose my election, stimulated 
thereunto by evil men, enemies to the city and 
nation ; they wou'd betray and sell us to the 
French, and they're angry so active a man as I am 
put over the city to prevent their machinations ; 
for that reason I will be ten times more active. 

Art. A pox of an active rogue ! [Aside. 

Go. Who are these evil men you speak of^I In- 
dict 'em and prove 'em guilty, and I'll engage the 
Viceroy will severely punish 'em. 

Pod. I don't know who they are, all's one for 
that ; I'm sure there are such traitors, though I 
don't know who they are, and Frenchmen, though 
I don't know where they are, and plots, though I 
don't know what they are ; and I'll make work. 

60. May not you be deceived ) 

Pod. No, I'm never deceived. For the preserva- 
tion therefore of the town, I will have four regi- 
ments of the train-bands be upon the guard, during 
my whole year, and I, or my officers, will every four 
and twenty hours search every house in the city, 

Oo. At this rate you will not let people be quiet 
in their houses. 
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Pod. No, nor out of their houses neither. I will 
liavB no ranting, revelling, gaming, drinking ; no, 
nor eating immoderately. I will have all persons 
eat and drink according to law, and I will have all 
men's tables examined to see if there be no letters 
convey'd into their dishes from the French, and if 
I find but the least cause of suspicion, I'll take 
their dinners into custody. I will nave all persona 
he in bed at the ringing of the nine-a-clock bell ; 
and I, or my officers, will see 'em a'bed, and see 
who they have a'bed with 'em too. 

Art. Here's a fine business, pox o' thee and thy 
officers! Shall we neither eat, drink, nor lye a' bed 
in quiet, for thee and thy officers 1 

Pod. Pox o' me and my officers ? Pox o' your 
wenches, sir ! I'll make you know I am a magis- 
trate ; seize him ! 

Go. And have I no authority, that you offer to 
seize' him in my presence 1 

Br. Yes, we know your authority, know you 
are military Governor of the city, captain of the 
Viceroy's guards, a Lord; nay more than all this, 
a Justice of Peace, and twenty things more ; what 
do we care for that 1 we are in the city liberties, 
and what we do is according to law. 

Go. Hold prateing, sirrah ! 

Pod. He says truth. 

Go. It may be according to law, but 'tis unman- 
nerly. 

Br. All's one, 'tis according to law. 

Go. But, sir, this gentleman is an officer under 
me, and you have not power over him : therefore 
I advise you not to meodle with him. 

Br. Have a care what you do I do nothing but 
aj^cording to law. 

Pod. Have you a care of advising me ! I know 
what I do ; I'll do nothing but according to law. 
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Go. Nor I Deither, for I have authority by law 
to protect my officer by force, if you use force; but 
because I'll make no disturbance, let him idone, 

and I'll pass my word for him. 

Br. If the law will let him alone, do! otherwise 

0(1. Will you not take my word 1 

Br. Advise with counsel. 

Pod. Advise me again ! I know what I do ; I 
will advise with counsel. 

Go. Advise with counsel whether my word's to 
be taken or eo 1 Guards, force Artall out of their 
hands, and take that rascally — [Bricklayer is seiz'd] 
— bricklayer into custody! and let me see who dares 
resist. Now, sirrah ! though I could punish you by 
law for your insolence, since you are a freeman, t 
will not disturb the cit^-festival with the punish- 
ment o' the least o' their members, thougli they 
deserve it not. Therefore, sirrah, if any of your- 
great friends here will be bound for your good be- 
haviour, I'll release you. 

Pod. 'Tie beneath my dignity, though I respect 
the man. 

Go. Whoelse will be bound for himi Nobody) 
You see, sirrah, for what special friends you leave 
your trade and venture your neck. 

Br. Hang 'em, I knew the rogues were of un- 
temper'd mortar. A word with you, sir, in private 

Procure me a pension, I'll come over to your 

party. 

Go. A pension t a whip, you raacal ! Go, sirrah, 
I gii^ yoa liberty ; follow your trade, and mind all 
of you your own matters, leave State affaire to your 
governors, we have more to lose than any of 
you. 

Bod. I don't know but I have a hundred thou- 
sand pound to lose, and that's enough for one man. 
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But, however, my lord, if you please to introduce 
me to hia Excellence the Viceroy 

Go. What! to be knighted 1 I underetand you, 
my lord. 

Pod. How the devil came he to understand my 
mind so well I 

Go. Truly, my lord, I must tell you plainly I 
don't care to do so un^ateful an office to his Ex- 
cellency, for I know hia mind very well. I know, 
till you have a better introducer than my self, I 
mean your good management of afTairs, you will 
not be very welcome to him, nor receive any 
honour from him. And ho farewell, my lord ! 

{Exeunt Governor, Artall, and Guards. 

Pod. Say you so, shall I not be welcome to him f 
then he shau' not be welcome to me ; and since he'll 
do me no honour, I'll do bia government no 
honour. My wife, for want of this knighthood, 
will lead me an ill life ; and I for want of it will 
lead him an ill life. Since he is bo huffy and stormy, 
I'll be a storm. 

Cit. Do, my lord 1 

Pod. A whirlwind that shall rumble and roar 
over his fiead, tear open doors by day and by night, 
toBS his friends out of their coaches and beds into 
goals; -nor ahall all the preachings and pulpit- 
charms of their priests 

Dispossess me, or fright me in the least, 

A Whig's a devil can cast out a priest. 

[ExeujU. 
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Act the Second. 

Scene — the Podesia's House. 

Enter Podesta, Citizens. 

Pod. Not knight me t when he knew I was a 

proud man, a very proud -man, oppOB'd him out o' 

pride, and a knighthood might ha' bought me. He 

shall repent it. 

Enter Rosacba, aUended. 

Eos. Welcome home, my lord. I wish you joy 
of your new honour. 

Pod. Thank you, sweet-heart ! I am glad I'm in 
a capacity to do my country service, but I'm sorry 
I can't do you the service you affect. 

Bos. What's that, my lord ) 

Pod. Give you lasting honour. The title I shall 
bestow on you will live no longer then a grasshop- 
per, or a silk-worm ; 'twill die at the end of the 
year. Your present title of Ladyship shall then die 
into an alderman's wife, for I am not knighted. 

Eos. Not knighted 1 

Pod. Not knighted. 

Eos. How dare they use you thus 1 

Pod. They are desperate. 

Eos. I'm troubled. 

Pod. I know it. 

Eos. I was bom well, and I affect honour. 

Pod. I know it. I know your spirit better than 
you do your self, and am pleas'd with your affection 
to honour, for honour is an excellent guard to vir* 
tue. I know you are punctually just to me. 

Bos. Am n I think I am. 

Pod. Out of a point of honour I know it, scorn- 
ing to appear what you are not; not out of dulness 
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and want of gaiety you affect pleasures and follow 
Vni. 

Eos. I do. 

Pod. Out of a point of honour, to appear what 
you are. I know you, know your temper perfectly. 

Ros. So perfectly, you amaze me. 

Pod. Oh ! I have a penetrating judgment, know 
your paesion for honour, highly commend it, and 
would gratify it if I could, but since I cannot, I 
will give you a kind of lionour, revenge. Th« 
methods you must leave to me. 

Bos. Give me greatness, and do you keep policy. 

Pod. Well carv'd. 

Bos. So, I have rnirs'd the wen of his vanity, 

till it has blinded his eyes, and made him mistake 

his affection for mine ; what I really affect, he is 

never like to see, and that's only my dear Florio. 

[A^de. 

Enter Ike Bkicklayer. 

Br. Your servant, sir ! I am much beholding to 
you, and the rest of my brethren of the city, for 
the kindness you shew'd me to-day in refusing to 
be bound for me. 

Pod. I'll answer you, sir : we resolv'd to go 
prudently to work; we did not know but they 
might have laid treason to your chaise, so we re- 
solv'd to see whether they durst have tried you, 
and if tbey had tried you, whether they durst have 
brought you in guilty, and if they had brought you 
in guilty, whether they durst have hang'd you, 

and if they had hang'd you then, let 'em look 

to themselves. 

Br. And who shou'd ha' lookt to me theni a 
very fine biisinesB. Come, come, this was scurvy 1 
but I'll stick to the cause whilst I have a drop of 
blood. 
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Enter Craffy. 

Craf. Ha ! there's my delicate motlier- in-law 1 
that ever such a curious appendix should be bound 
lip with such a volume of non-aense, cover'd with 
calves -leather, as that old fellow is. I will tear 
her from him, I'll be hang'd if she loves him ; and 
aa for marriage-promises, they are but church- 
moutb-glne, they won't hold a couple together 
three days. 

Pod. Oh, are you come, sir 1 Well, what ha' 
you done, sir t 

Craf. A delicat* woman ! [Asidf. 

Pod. Sir ! are you asleep, sir 1 

Craf. No, nor a' bed, sir. Wou'd I were wi' your 
wife, sir. [Aside. 

Pod. What are you staring on, airl Why don't 
you give me an account of what I sent you about 1 
did not I send you to search the cathedral for 

Craf. Yes, sir. 

Pod. And what ha' you done, sir 1 

Ci'af. Sir, I have been searching searching 

searching sir that mother-in-law 

Pod. Searching your mother-in-law, sir 1 

Craf. The cathedral, the cathedral, I mean, sir I 

Pod. Sirrah, you said mother-in-law. 

Craf. Why, is not a cathedral a mother-church, 
sir? 

Pod. Sirrah, you said mother-in-law. 

Craf. Why, is not a cathedral according to law, 
sir ) I spoke jeeriugly, and you know we use to 
jeer the church, sir. 

Pod. That's true. 

Craf. Lord, sir, must I teaeh you the language of 
your own family ) 

Pod. Well, did the priests let you come in 
patiently 1 
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Craj. Ay, ay! fiddle faddle a delicate 

woman ! [^strfe. 

Pod. That's very strange. Then they are not 
afraid o' me 1 

Graf. I hope shortly to leave never a priest in 
Christendom. They call themselves the pillars o' 
truth, they are rather the whipping posts of truth, 
and sign-posts of faction. 

Foi. I'll handle greater people than they. 

Graf. I muBt have this woman ! if courtship 
won't do, love-powder shalL [Aside. 

Pod. Come, sir, I'll try your understanding, 

Craf. I am resolved upon love-powder. [Aside. 

Pod. I can put the city in arms, upon pretence 
of a French invasion ; hut when they see no in- 
vasion, and the fright ia over, how ahall I keep up 
that &nny 1 

Craf. The hest way will be by love-powder. 

Pod. How ! keep up an army by love-powder t 
you impudent, ill-manner'd, unnatural rascal you, 
do you jeer ycur Mher 1 

Craf. Sir, I don't jeer you. 

Pod. Sirrah, you either jeer me, or, which' is 
almost as saucy, did not attend to what I said. 

Craf. Well ! I confess my wits were a wool- 
gatbenug, and I beg your pw^on, sir. 

Pod. A wool-gathering 1 a whore-gathering by 
your story of love-powder, you saucy, debauch'd 
fop you. When your father condescends to talk 
wisely to you of State- affairs, must your brains be 
a rambling after wenches t 

Graf. Wenches are fitter for me than State- 
affairs, sir; what a deuce ehou'd such a young fellow 
as I trouble himself with State-affairs for I 

Pod. Who us'd to trouble themselves and others 
too about State-affairs more than you, sir ) Were you 
not such a tempestuous dispnter in coffee-houses. 
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that as soon as ever you appmr'd in one, both sides 
wou'd nin away, oar Mends out of envy, and our 
enemies out of fear. 

£t. Tie my case : no man will sit by me in a 
coffee-house. 

Pod. Were not your writings like so many fire- 
drakes 1 No printer wou'd meddle with 'em, no 
person come near 'em. 

Br. HiB things are very near my style, and I am 
forc'd to print ail my things at my own charge. 

Pod. And now, sirrah, ail o' the sudden, you are 
unfit for State-affatrB ) Come, come, sirrah ! you are 
a villain, have turfi'd cat in pan, and are a Tory. 

Craf. A Tory 1 that's a good one, when I am 
now writing an answer to Absolom and Achitopbel. 

Pod. How! 

Ros. 'Tis true indeed, he read part of it to my 
maid last night 

^om. He did indeed, madam, and 'tis very fine. 

Bt, May be that puzzles his bead then. 

Pod. Nay, if it be so, I shall not be angry with 
him, for o' my word, I ^all be very well satisfied. 
What do you call this poem t 

Craf. Azariab and Hushai. 

Pod. A very good subject. 

Br. Well chosen. 

Craf. Is not this a strange thing now, that you 
who are no poet, nor understand poetry any more 
than a cat, ^ould lye insulting o'er a man o' sense, 
when he is breaking hia brains for the service and 
honour of you and your party I 

Pod. Well, well, Craffy, I did not know it ! I did 
not know it 

Oraf. Not know it t then you sbou'd not meddle 
with that you do not understand. 1 must break 
my sleep, and spoil my stomach in studying to do 
you service, and be call'd a villain and a Tory ) 
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Pod. Well, well, child, 1 am sorry ! I am sorry. 

Craf. Sorry ? what does your sorryneas signify 1 
suppose your vexing me should make me write l>ut 
a sorty poem, as twenty to one but it will, and so 
I'll go burn wliat 1 ha' done, and thiire's an end. 

Pod. Nay, prithee, cliild. 

Craf. I will ! 

Pod. Prithee, dear cliild. 

Craf. I say I will ! 

Pod. No, prithee, child ; let me see what thou 
hast done, and finish the remainder. 

Craf I won't ! * 

Pod. Prithee, do now ; 'twill joy my heart. 

Craf I say I won't ! 

Pod. This it is to breed our sons wiser than our 
selves, we are despised for our pains. 

Br. Look, if he has not made his good father 
weep ; are not you a cross graiii'd, ill-natur'd fel- 
low, to make your old father weep i What if he be 
nut so good a poet and scholar as you, he has as 
good natural parts, and better. 

Pod. He is ungrateful to me, for what learning 
he has, my purse paid for ; but I always find over- 
much wit and learning make people insolent, and 
when all's done, a fool's a better comfort to his 
parents than one of these great wits. 

Br. Go fetch the poem, and be whipt to you ! 

Itos. Do, Mr Craffy! 'twill oblige your father and 
me both. 

Craf. Will it oblige your ladyship, madam 1 To 
do that I'll run a thousand miles upon my bare 
head, madam. [Jiui Crtiffi/. 

Pod. I'm glad he pays so much respect to you, 
sweet-heart, though he will pay none to me. 

Ilo3. Yes, yes, he will ! bnt great wits are hum- 
oursome. 

Pod. Nay, the boy has excellent parts, that's 
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certain ; but when all's done, 'tis but a folly to 
breed boys up to this height, for it does but spoil 
them, and all business, for they will be a-top o' 
business, riding upon old men's backs, and so the 
old men go lamely, and the boys ride madly, and 
the business goes awkardly. 

Itos. Now shall I be wedg'd in, between the old 
fool and the young, by the heavy beetle of this 
poem, and have no opportunity with my charming 
Florio. When he comes I'll lay away the beetle, 
Maria. [Aside. 

Wom. Madam ! 

Eos. Did not you say Crafly fell asleep last night 
in reading his own verses, and when he wak'd, 
forgat 'em in your chamber % 

ti^om. Yes, madam ! 

Sos. Kun quickly and bring 'em to me. 

[Exit nhmuu,. 

fhde);Fu>RJO, urapt in his cloak. 

Pod. Oh ! how do you, good Mr Florio 1 

Flo. Thank you, good, my lord ; the better to 
see things go so well, that you are chosen. 

Pod. Oh ! we carried clearly. 

Fl. Ay, so my chaplain Dr Sanchy said, who I 
think labour'd for my lord. 

Br. Ay, indeed, he took great pains ; there was 
scarce a man appear'd 'gainst my lord, that he did 
not call rogue and rascal a hundred times. 

Flo. He is a zealous man, and so seldom calls 
any man by his christen name, that he is suspected 

to be an Anabaptist, and against christening 

Oh ! dear madam, is your ladyship here 1 when I 
came into the room, I saw a lady, and tum'd my 
head aside, as my usual manners is when I see 
women, for they ha' been no good friends o' mine. 
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and 10 I did not mind your ladysbip. I beg your 
pardon. 

Eos. Oh ! it neeia not, sir. I am very glad to 
see you look so well. 

Pod. Ay, truly, Mr Florio looks very fine and 
fresh, ruddy and plump, methinks I have hopes of 
him. What says your doctors, sir ) 

Flo. Alas ! my lord, they have given me over 
long since ; all my trust is in an incomparable 
nnrsa 

Pod. Pray, who is she 1 

Flo. As you came along, my lord, you might ha' 
seen her tied by a rope to my door. 

Pod. Tied with a rope 1 what ! is she a mad 
woman 1 

Flo. No, no, my lord 1 a cow, my lord, a cow ! 

Pod. Acowi 

Flo. Ay, my lord ! ha' I not manag'd my self 
well, to bring my self from one of those they call 
the wits of the kingdom, to be one of the calves, 
and live upon the breasts of a poor beast, for thence 
I have all my subsistence. 

Pod. Alack 1 yet your face says you are as well 
aa ever you were in your life. I protest it does. 

Flo. My face is as false as ever my heart was ; 
it might have more innocence, for it is scarce two 
months old ; I mean the flesh of it. 

Pod. Ifl it possible! I warrant if you were to 
begin the world again, you would have none of the 
mad frolicks you hadl 

Flo. I think I should not. I laught once at mad 
fellows that in drunken frolics eat fire, but was 
not I more mad to belch fire at Heaven it self, as I 
have often done in my abominable talk t but what 
did I get b/t t he threw it all back again in my 
face, and almost consum'd me. Mau is a shallow 
animal, can bear no excess, too much wit makes 
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him as bad as too much wine, and a little over-sets 
him; yet he thinks hia silly scull contains all things, 
rules all things, and Omnipotence it self is afraid of 
that pitiful engine. 

Pod. Very weQ 1 

Flo. When all that the most hot-brain'd fellow in 
the world can do, is to make a smoke to darken 
tilings ; he can strike fire enough out of himself to 
light him into the nature of a fly. But 'tis time we 
went to prayers. Doctor Sanchy ! 

Enter Doctor Sanchy. 

Dr. I'm a coming I 

Flo. Glood doctor, give us a few prayers ! 

Dr. Ay, if you will! 

Flo. My lord, being a mt^strate, I think, doctor, 
you must read the prayers of the Church. 

Dr. I'll see 'em burnt first, and all priests hang'd, 
before T read any of their prayers. 

Flo. The law commands it. 

Dr. Therefore I won't do it ; 111 be commanded 
by nothing, and do nothing I'm commanded. 

Br. For matter o' law, we can easily come off; 
no body dare indict us. 

Fh. But for matter o' conscience t 

Dr. Hang conscience ! I do it out o' matter of 
honour, and matter of revenge ; the priests are 
rascals and shght me, and I'll slight their prayers. 

Flo. We should not be humorsome in our 
prayers, doctor. 

Dr. ril do what I please, or I'll do nothing. 

Pod. Pray let him ! for we are all oblig'd to the 
doctor for the assistance he gave my election. 

Dr. He had need of it; there was a danin'd 
company o' rogues appear'd against you. I hope to 
see em all hang'd. 

Br. There was one great man. 
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Dr. A great rogue ! he deserves to be burnt. 

Pod. There was a great lady very busy. 

Dr. A great whore I she deserves to be whipt. I 
hope to see all such rogues and vhores whipt out 
of the kingdom. But, come, let us go to prayers ! 

Enter Crafty. 

Craf. 0, the Devil ! the Devil ! 

Poa. What's the matter i 

Craf. I ha' lost my Hushfu ! I can't lind it high 
nor low. Who saw my Hushai ) 

Dr. What ! the poem that you read to me, that 
was an answer to Absalom 1 

Craf. Ay. 

Dr. I had rather ha' lost ten jK)Unds out o' my 
own pocket. 

Pod. Then do you like it, doctor t 

Dr. 'Twas an admirable thing! 'Twould ha' made 
the rogue that writ Absalom hang himself; look 
about for this Hushai. 

Flo. Won't you go to prayers first, doctor 1 

Dr. Hang prayers ! This is a thing of forty times 
the consequence ; we may pray at any time, or if 
we never pray at all, 'tis no great matter, it is but 
a thing of form to please the people. T.ook for this 
Hushai. I'll look for it my self. [£xil Dr. 

Craf. Who the Devil has got my Hushiu 1 

ErUer a Vintner's Boy. 
Btn/. Is Mr Cra^ here t 
Craf. Well, sir, what woiUd you have 1 
Boy. I come from the club ; they stay for you, sir. 
Craf. The club be damn'd. I can't come ; I ha ' 
lost my Hushai. 
Pod. What club is it ? 

you 
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Pod. Oh, Craffy ! you must go to 'em ; they are 
all persons of quality. 

Ci-af. What care I for their quality 1 they m« 
but a company o' young coxcombs ; I won't lose 
my Hushai for 'em. 

Pod. Sirrah, you're a saucy fellow to call young 
men o' their parts and quality, coxcombs ! they 
are admitted into better company than yours, isir. 

Craf. Ay, to help to pay reckonings, flatter an 
old knave's vanity, and give a guinea to the hom- 
ing of a Pope. 

Pod. Sir, some of 'em have had the honour to 
sit in great cabals. 

Craf. I wonder they cou'd. 

Pod. Why so, sir ? 

Graf. Because some of 'em were so lately whipt 
at school for blockheads, I wonder they could sit 
any where ; they have the marks of fools both be- 
fore and behind, and, if ever they speak, the mark's 
in their mouths. 

Br. r don't like this fellow. 

Pod. Sirrah ! I now begin to suspect you again 
for a Tory ; and get you to 'em, or I'll not only 
cudgel you, but disinherit you. 

Craf. Take notice if I go to 'em, I shall be very 
drunk. 

Pod. I care not, if you be in such company as 
they are. 

Graf. Your wife's honesty may pay for't, for I 
shall be very impudent wlien I am drunk. \Aside. 
Look all for my Hushai 1 [Edt Cmffij. . 

Br. What else % 

Bos. So I we are rid of one fool ; could we have 
as good luck with the rest. [Asides 

Elder Doctor Sanchy. 
Dr. What is become of this Hushai % some eon- 
ceal'd rogue haa burnt it out of envy. 
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Etiier a Coffbe Boy. 

Boy. Doctor, you must come to the cotfee-house ! 

Dr. Must come I 

Bo]/. Ay, to a person of quality. 

Dr. That person of quality is a coxcomb, and 
you are a saucy rascal ; must come 1 

Boy. Tis the lame lord. 

Dr. He is a rascal ! 

Bot/. Your friend. 

Dr. Oh ! then I'll come, but look all about for 
this Hushai. 

Pcd. Do so, and let me have aD account of it 
when I come home. [Exeunt Dr and Boy. 

Bos. Are you a going abroaa, my lord t 

Pod. Yes, sweetheart ! and shall not come home 
these three hours. Mr Florio, you'll excuse me; I 
leave you. 

Flo. Oh ! good my lord ! 

tExewU Pod., Bricklayer, and Citizens. 
my diseases at once ! I mean my 
fools ; and left alone with my health ! my Rosaura 1 
Bos. My life I my Florio ! 
Flo. My Rosaura ! \Th^ emhrace. 

Enter Podesta and Briuklater, 

Hot. My husband! Faint, faint in my arms, help, 
help, help ! 

Pod. What^B the matter? 

.Bos. Mr Florio is fal'n into an apoplectic fit, 
and dies in my arms. 

Pod. Alas I poor gentleman I who is there t— 

Etiier PiETRO. 
Help in with your master, and call a doctor ! Fm 
cruelly a&aid he'll go away in one of these fits. 

[ExU PtetTO, Jtosamra, and Florio. 
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Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord ! here's an old couDBellor, Barto- 
line, lighted at four door, and Ib coming up to 
speak with yonr lordship. 

Pod. This old lawyer is a strange fellow ; he is 
very old, and very rich, and yet follows the term, 
ae if he were to begin the world. 

Br. He has lost all his teetJi, that he can hardly 
speak, and he will be pleading for his fee ; but he 
is of our Bide, and so we must not speak against 
him. 

Enter Bartoline, Lucinda, and, at a dUtanee, 
Artall. 

Art. What pretty country creature's this ) I 
cannot but venture in after her. Tbe Podesta's 
house is public, and so I shall not be taken 
notice of. 

Bar. Where's my Lord Poshta t hah ! where ish 
he! 

Pod. Here, here, old friend! do not you see met 

5(W. No, faid ! my eysh are none of the beaht^ 

Pod. You follow the term still ) 

Bar. Ay, and will ash long ash I live ; yer'sh no 
caush wi'out me. 

Br. How can you follow all causes I 

Bar. Ye'y follow me, ye'y will ha' me. 

Pod. What your^ gentlewoman ha' you brought 
with you here 1 

Bar. One I may be asham'd on shesh my 

folly, vat ish cho shay, my wife-^ — I ha' play'd 
ye fool, and nuuriedg a young garle. 

Art. Thy wifel if thou best her husband, thou 
shalt be my cuckold. [Aside. 

Pod. Welcome to town, madam ! 

Br, Welcome, mistress ! 
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Bar. Ish she not pritchyt yon nhee I have a 
ehweet chooth in mr head shtill. 

Pod. Sweet tooth 1 yon he! never a tooth in 
your head. 

Bar. Yttsh chme, hnt 111 bite for all yat wi' my 
wit. 

Pod. Why would you marry such a young thing 
as this t 

Br. A man of fourscore be bo fond t fie, lie I 

Bar. A man of foashco yerah no shuch thin^, 

ye are boysh of foashco if you wiU, after 'hree- 

shco we ought cho go in long coash, for breechesh 
are imposh-chureBh and prechend cho what yey ha' 
not. I believe, my Lord Poshta, you are behind- 
hand wi' your wife, ash well ash I ; I believe sho 
hah! 

Pod. Though I be, I shall suffer no disgrace. 

Bar. How do you know yat 1 

Pod. Because I married a virtuous woman. 

Bar. A vartuoush woman 1 Why sho did I for 
ought I know, but we may be bo'h miahchaken. 

Pod. No ! I am never mistaken. 

Bar. Oh, you're a happy man. I ha' no shuch 
confidentab in a woman : I declare it before my 
girlefih faiah I'll wash her wacherah. 

Pod. Do, if you please. 

Bar. And for yat reashon I have brought her 
hither ; deshire you tho' let her be in your housh, 
yourah is ahivil family, and here ahe'll have a great 
yeal of good company, yat will chake off her fanahy 
from going abroad and playing ye foole. 

Art. So, now I know where to iind her. 

Pod, What I wou'd you ha' me keep a boarding- 
house 1 

Bair. What do you shtand upon sheremonyesh 
with an old Mend for ? you and I have known one 
anoyer thes fortchy years, and when y'are in bed 
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with your wife, yersh shome'hing about you dosli 
confeah you cho be Md. Come, if you'll let me be 
here, I'll give your wife a jewel, and you a peieh o' 
plate, and I'll pay a good rate beBhidesh; what 
chay you cho y'iah now, huh t 

Pod. "With all my heart ! 

Bar. Will my lady conshent I for I believe de 
maresh de letcher-hoish. 

Pod. My will ia hers. 

Bar. I wou'd know 'yat of her. 

Pod. She is busied now in a work of charity, 
about a poor gentleman, that's faVn in an apo- 
plectic fit, I don't know whether he'll recover it; 
if he does, he can't live long, he's in a deep con- 
sumption. I shou'd be sorry to lose him, though 
in point of money I should be a gainer by his 
death, for he will leave us a very good legacy. 

Bar. A Legaehy ) huh ! 

Pod. Yes, for he's a rich bachelor. 

Bar. What, a kinshman t 

Pod. No kin at all, but he has a gnat friendship 
for us, because we are a strict, sober family, and he 
is a mighty religious gentleman. 

Art. Oh I I know this religious rogue ; 'tis 
Florio ! [Aside. 

Bar. Will he leave you money, becauah you are 
diober 1 huh ! 

Pod. You must know he was a great follower of 
naughty women, and now he feels the sad conse- 
quence, and has a great value for virtue ; and I be- 
heve will leave m^ wife a great part of his estate, 
because she is a virtuous woman. 

Bar. Do you hear, girH you are fal'n incho a 
brave housh, where you may get money by vart- 
show and shohrietchy ; come, my lord, what will 
you have ) I'll pay you any rate ; come ! 

Pod. You and I will uot fall out. 
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Art. Ha ! ia he providing a Florio for his wife 1 
I'll provide him a Florio. By good luck, I have an 
Indian gowa and a cap at the door, just cew out 
of the shop. [Exit. 

Bar, what ish yish gentlemansb name ) 

Pod. Florio. 

Bar. Oh ! y're ish shuch a man ; I never shav 
him, but I have heard of bim, a ere^ti debosh, wash 
he not 1 and a good, witshy fellow. 

Bod. Oh ! a very witty man, and a wicked man 
too, once, but now the most penitent creature in 
the world; and he had need be so; he ia going out 
of it, he cannot live many months. 

Bar. Alash ! poor man ; and when he dyeeh, 
he'll leave all hish money to vartuoush people, will 
he 1 huh ! 

Pod. Yes ! he says 'tis sowing seed in good 
ground. Well, I ha' some occasions call me away; 
you may be here if you will, old acquaintance. 

Br. Ay, let him, let him ! and come away about 
your business. [Exeunt Podesta and Brickiayer. 

Bar. Hark you ! nark you ! Sho, yish wash 
very lucky. Girl, you mush make it your buysh- 
ne^ cho get incho yish genklemansh favour by 
your shobriechy, and you may mump my Lady 
Foshta of hish eschate for oughtch I know. 

ErUer Artall in a nighf-govm and a cap, a patch 
apon his nose, led by two Servanh. 

.Art, I grow weaker and weaker every day ; my 
time draws on. Heaven prepare me for my change ! 
yet I'll use the means to live. Give me my milk I 

Bar. Ay, my consciensh 1 yish ish de gentleman 1 

Art. Give me my milk, I say, you rascals ! what 
have I said ) indeed I shou'd not call any thing 
out of its name. I aak your pardon for it. 

1 Ser. Ah ! sir, ask your poor servants' pardon ) 
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Art. Ay, and thank you too, if you will give it 
me, I wafi so aocustom'd in the days of my wic- 
kedness to libel every thing. I cannot leave the 
ill habit stilt. 

Bar. Ay, yiah ish he, yiah Ish he, shardiainly '. 

Art. Truth is, atheism is nothing eUe but a 
libel on the whole creation, calling it the off-spring 
of paltry chance, when 'tis the child of Heaven, 
. that I ought to ask pardon of every dog for de- 
tracting frtHn his descent. But give me my milk, 
and set a chair to repose my self, for I am very weak. 

Bar. Alack ! alack t yish is de poor genUeman ; 
but what a Tiing it ish y'at y'iah young fellow 
shou'd bring himshelush incho shuch a shad con- 
dition. Let me she how he looksh ! 

\P\Us <m his ^edofJes, and looks em Arfall, 
whilst ArtaU hdds Ibepof to Ms nose. 

Lue. Certainly this handsome, sick gentleman Ib 
the fine, unhappy Mr Florio I have heard so much 
talk of. A thousand pities such a delicate gentle- 
man should bring himself to this I 

Bar. He looksh very whit e odsha' me 

'twaah the white potch ay 'twash the potch, 

and he looks very nidgy, but men in yat giet will 
do sho ; ay, yey will do sho. 

Art. Oh Florio ! Florio 1 

Bar. Oh ! now I am shachishfyed, 'tish he. 

Art. How hast thou brought on this youth all 
the infirmities of age! my eyes are dim, my breath 
is short, my limbs are weak. Limbs, did I eay t 
I have none, at least of Heaven's making ; I have 
imbezzel'd aJl the furniture of my soul and body in 
vice, thoufi^ Heaven gave me an excellent house- 
keeper to look to it all, a careful, wakeful creature, 
call'd a conscience, which never slept, never let me 
sleep in ill I but I abua'd her, sought to turn her out 
of doors, nay, murder her, but could not. 
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Bar. I prochesht yish ish very ahatt. 

Lae. Ebceeeding pitiful ! 

Art. Asham'd of her I was, and to all my athi- 
estical companions denied her, at the same time 
Bhe star'd me in the face ; 'tis the atheist's trick to 
hide his conscience as the tradesman does his 
wench, for fear of spoiling his credit, and losing 
his traffique with those ill people, who will not 
come near him if he owns so scandalous a thing as 



Imc. I swear he almost makes me weep. 

Bar. Why, chruly I am chroubled, and I don't 
ushe cho be sho. 

Art. But, alas! let him hide her for a time. 
When diseases and death come and shake the 
building in pieces, as now they do mine, the poor 
foul conscience will appear throng all the rubbish, 
and call out, Mercy ! Mercy ! when it may be 'tis 
too late. Thank Heaven for the fair warning I 
have had. Is my colfin ready ) 

2 Ser. Dear sir, why does your honour think of 
a coffin 1 'tis time enough to talk of that forty 
years hence. 

Art. Oh ! prithee, don't flatter mycraz'd body. 
I cannot live. I hang on the eaves of life, like a 
trembling drop, ready eveiy minute to fall and be 
seen no more. 

Bar. Alash ! alash ! 

1 Ser. Oh dear ! and please your honour, here is 
company. I doubt your honour intrenches on a 
gentleman's chamber. 

Art. Heaven forbid ! where is the gentleman 1 
I beg your pardon, sir, a thousand times. My good 
friend the new Lord Podeata, you know, sir, is a 
sober, discreet, frugal jwrson, hates the vanity and 
prodigality of splendid house-keeping, and so I 
suppose may content himself with a part of this 
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house, and oblige a &iend vith the remainder ; if 
you be the friend, I beg your pardon, air, I wou'd 
ha' gone up higher, but truly 1 wanted breath. 

Ba/r. Why, chruly, you ahay chrue, shir ; my 
lord yo'ah oblige me with part of hish housh, 
which part, or the whole housh, if it were mine, 
should be at your gherviah, good Mr Florio. 

Art. Do you know me, sir ) 

Bar. No, shir, but I have heard mush of your 
great partsh, and my Lord Poahta chellsh me what 
a good man you are, and I have heard it choo wi' 
my own earsh. 

Art. May I crave your name, air 1 

Bar. 1 am call'd Barcholine, ahir. I am a fellow 



Bar. I have some repuchation /at way, shir. 

Art. I am glad to know you, sir. I think I see 
a young woman there ; very young. Is she your 
grand-(£ild, sir 1 

Bar. Why, chruly, ahir, I am almoBht asham'd 
cho chell you she is my wife. 

Art. Oh dear ! wou'd you marry one so young, 
sirl 

Bar. I wanched a comfort for my age, ahir. 

Art. And she wants a comfort for her youth. 
Heaven, tliat made both sexes, wou'd have both 
provided for. Can you provide for hers 1 

Bar. Whatch I want in provisionsli I make up 
ina heartchy welcome — hah ! 

Art. But will that suffice her 1 

Bar. It may in chime; cushtom ish a great 
matcher. I have obsherved luahty sou'dies by cuah- 
tom got cho dine and ahup very comforchabiy on a 
pipe o' chobacco. 

Art. But they steal many a good bit that no 
body knows of. 
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Art. Many an honeet pariahioner follows private 
meetings, because he finds no comfort from the 
parson of the parish : but she seems a virtuous, 
modest young lady, and I wou'd pay my respects 
to her in a salute, but I fear my breath may offend 
her. Pray excuse me to her, sir. 

Bar. Oh, good shir t veil, shir I she and I are cho 
cb&ken with the discoursheah we have heard fall 
from you, 'yat we are exshtreamly deshiroush to 
be frequently wi' you, shir. 

Art. Alas ! sir, I am unfit for company. My 
good Lady Podeata, indeed, will sit by me half a 
day here, as by a murmuring brook that slides fast 
away, and soon will be dried up for ever, and she 
is content to hear my little purhngs. 

Sar. Ay, yey are very well ingeed, very well, 
and you wou'd much obliegsh usli ; my wife wantsh 
shuch good company, sheah a young creature, yat 
never m chown before, and yoa'h not know the 
world, shir. 

Art. Is it possible T sweet madam, you are sail'd 
into a dangerous gulph which few young ladies pass 
without casting away their reputations, or honestys, 
or both. I have been an admiral here, and you see 
to what I am brought ! 

Bar. Well, shir, affairsh call me away. Ill 
make bold cho leave you chogether, shir. 

Ari. She will be weary of ine, sir, for I am 
weary of my self. 

£ar. No, ingeed, sir, she chaksh great gelight in 
your dishcoursh. Pray, letcb her have it, shir. I'll 
rechurn presently. Wheegle him, de« heart whe^le 
him ; you may get a good legashy. [Exit Bartdine. 

Art. Is he gone 1 

1 Ser. He's gone, sir. 
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Art. My periwig and love equipage, quickly ! 

Liu^. How now 1 what's this 1 

Art. An adorer of your's, fair creature ; no un- 
sound, false, wicked Ftorio, but a sound, young, 
vigorous, passionate lover. If you will not believe 
my tongue, believe my nose; the patch covers 
wholesome flesh; believe my legs, which leap, 
vault, and run, except from you, aweet creature. 

Luc. lambetray'd! &rawn into a snare ! but 'tis 
a sweet one — [aside] — help ! help I help ! 

Art. I need no help, my dear. 

Luc But I do. Help I help ! help ! — Oh ! 'tia a 
lovely gentleman \^^[aside'] — -help ! help ! — 'Tie a 
delicate gentleman t—^aaide] — help ! help ! 

Arl. Why do you call so loud 1 I can help you 
to what you want. 

Luc. Help I help I will you force me 1 — I can't 
resist him—Tosi'iiej— help ! help ! 

Art. All this is to no purpose. 

hi£. Oh ! fie upon you, what a man you are ! — 
A handsome man, I mean — [(mrfe] — I am out of 
breath with striving. Help! ntlp! Oh! myheart 
pants ! help ! help ! help ! [Artait carries her off.* 



Act the Third. 

The Seem cmiimies. 
Elder Artall and LuciNDA. 
Luc. Oh ! fie upon you ! fie upon you ! was ever 
virtuous gentlewoman aerv'd such a trick before 1 

' The Iftttar part of this scana has Bvidently funiiahed CoQ- 
mre with the inoWant introduced in his " Old Bachelor ," of 
Fondlevife's lady being oarried off under aimilar cirEumatanoes. 
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Art. Oh ! frequently; scores of 'em are seiVd bo, 
every Easter term. 

Iau:. What ! women that are as virtuous as my 
selfT 

Jiri. Ay, full as virtuous. 

Luc. Lord bless us I what a place is this t I 
did not think there had been such a place, nor such 
a man as you, in the world, I shall never endure 
to see you more. 

Ari. Do not say so. 

Lac. No, never as long as I live. 

Art. You'll change your mind. 

Lw. Never whilst I breathe. 

Ari. Yes, when I come next Mean while I am 
your humble servant. 

Luc. Your servant, dear sir ! 

Ari. Wiien shall I wait on you again, madam 1 

Luc. When you please, sir. I shall at all times 
be glad of your good company. 

Ari. Your servant, dear madam f 

Luc. Your servant, dear sir ! [EaiU Artall. 

Etder Bartoline and his Glere, with papers. 

Bar. Wher'sh my wife, and poo Mishte Florio t 
huh ! where are yey f 

Luc. Here's your wife, but poor Florio is gone 
away very ill. 

Bar. Were you not weary of him t huh ! 

Luc. No, indeed. I cou'd have been with him 
all day and all night 

Bar. I doubt you dishemble. 

Luc. Indeed I do not. 

Bar. I doubch you had rather been at a play, or 
shome other diverchishment. 

Luc. I swear I had more pleasure from him than 
ever I had from any divertisement in my life. 

Bar. Well, be good whilaht I live, 'twOl be the 
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betcher for you when I die ; then I shall leave you 
rich enough cho chake your choish of young, hand- 
shome coxshcombeB. 

Lac. Do not tell me of young, handsome coxcombs. 

Bar. You won't marry, I warrant, when I am 
gead 1 no, not you I a 'houeand to one, you will be 
married before ; nay, I dare hold chenne pounds 
you are con<^racted now ! 

Imc. How ! 

Bar. Nay, not by a preish, but by looksh, and 
amirksh, &c, twisching of eye-beamsh, and making 

a wedgine-ring of the fine round mouli and 

yueh, I believe you have promish'd your shelfe cho 
a 'housand fooUh. 

Lue. You wrong me extremely. 

Bar. All ye betcher. I'm ahure I shall disherve 
your kindness, for I am labring cho make you a 
rich widgow ; the term won't lasht a month, and 
I ha' more breviatsh and papersh putch incho hand 
shince I went out yen I can read in 'hree monh'sh, 
I'm shure on't. 

Lw,. And what must become o' your clients' 
causes ) 

Bar. I yon't care. I know what will become o' 
yeir money ; I'll lock it up preshently all for you. 

Gi' me my papersh ! come, let me shee now 

let me shee whatsh her cho do 1— -Tifeads his 

papers.'] — Oh! among other chingsh, heresn a buysh- 
uesh in which my brothersh neck'sh conshern'd ; 
he ish 'hirchy years younger yen I am, yet he ish 
old enough dio be wiser ; he hath play'd de fool 
and killg a man, and ye widow brings an appeal, 
in which it sheems yere arishesh matcher of law 

my brother shendsh nie chenne poun' cho re- 

chaine me, ye widow shendsh me twenchy ; shii I 
follow ye poore widyowah buyshnesh. I am for ye 
poor widow, I. 
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Luc. Will you hang your brother for ten pouud t 

BwF. You should aehk me if I wou'd hang him 
for chenne shillingah, yen I might conshiger it, but 
chenne poun' ish a great yeal o money, 'tish a greiit 
yeal o' money. Come, let ua shee I [^Reads. 

Luc. Metlunks it ie a little against the taw of 
nature. 

Bar. Ye law of natchure belongs chq pchiviliana, 
woman j we comon lawyeaeh y'ont etudgy the law 

of nauhure, 'tish none of bur ahtudgy no no 

But, come, let me shee ! wnatsh here, now? 

come ! \Exil Lucitida. 

[Bartoline reads. Drums beat wUhout; 

Enter Podista, followed hy a Gentleman and the 
Bricklayer. 

GerU. My \otA I 

Pod. What's your bus'nesa, air I 

Oe^. I have a message to your lordship, from 
hia Highness the Viceroy. 

Pod. Very well, sir, I attend ! 

Gent. His Highness desires your lordship not to 
disturb and frighten the city, by raising the town 
forces to no purpose. 

Pod. He is of opinion 'tia to no purpose, is be } 

Gent. Yes, my lord ! 

Pod. I am of a contrary opinion, and I am sel- 
dom mistaken. 

Genl. His Highness bid me tell you that, for the 
satisfaction of the people, though danger requires 
it not, he is willing you should keep up half 
you do. 

Pod. He wou'd have me keep but half 1 

Qeid. No, my lord ! 

Pod. Then I will keep as many more. 

Gent. Is that your answer J 

hr. Yes, and we will justify it by law. 



ciq mod t, Google- 



CITY POLITICKS. 145 

Oent. Well-bred, good-humour'd gentlemen these ; 
and fine subjects. [£xit Gerd. 

Pod. He shall shortly hear from us tnings that 
will vex him worse than this ; articles that may 
cost him his employment. We'll not only humbly 
address to his Majesty, but impeach him. I'll teach 
him not to knight me 1 

Br. Here is counsellor Bartoline, the greatest 
lawyer in the kingdom, and one of our own party ; 
you can't possible advise with a better man about 
'em. Give him the hundred pound fee ! the city 
allows you to retain some eminent lawyer. 

Pod. I will! Counsellor Bartoline, I must speak 
a word wi' you. 

Bar. I'm not at leaahure ; I have caushesh clio 
look over, yat are cho come on cho morrow. 

Pod. But we have a cause in which the whole 
city's concern' d. 

Bar. You must defer it yen, for if I Vont ap- 
pear in yish cause cho morrow, 'twill be losht ; it 
wholly dependsh upon me, and I cannot but iu 
conshiens atchend it ; I have a fiftshe pound fee. 

Pod. We'll give you a hundred pound, mun. 

Bar. How 1 a hundger'd poun 1 huh 1 

Pod. Ay, there 'tis ! 

Bar. Here, lay ashide yeah papers ! [To his Clerk] 

—Well, whatsh you buyshnesh now ) come 

huh! 

£r. We xre drawing up articles against the man 
of the caetle. 

Bar, Yea man at ye cashtle, woah yat t 

Pod. He means the Viceroy. 

Bar. Archiclsh against the Vicehroy huh ! 

Pod. Ay I 

Bar. Gi' me ye papersh again, I won't meggle 
in't 

Br. How ! not meddle 1 

2 10 
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B<ir. No, I won't meggle, I won't meggle. 

Bt. Your reason 1 

Bar. I may loosh my head, mun. I won't 
meggle, no, no ! come, let me ehee ! 

[Beads hi$ papers agen. 

Br. No matter if you do lose your head, if you 
have no more honesty nor love for your country 
than to refuse to do your country's bua'nese, when 
you have received your country's money. 

Bar. I yon't care whosh money 'tish ; let it be 
the Devilsh money, I'll keep it, now I have it; but 
I won't meggle in the bnyahneah no no 

Br. Keep our money, and not do our bus'- 
nesel 

Bar. Tish our way, 'tish our way. 

Pod. Sir, by your favour, either do our bus'nees, 
or pay back our fee. 

Bar. Pay back yonrfee ! 'twaah never known, 

mun, and I won t shet an ill pregident ; no, no, 
'tish ahufficient I won't be against you, yatsh 
enough. Come, let me sliee! 

Br. Did one ever know such a knave t what 
shall we do 1 for you and I must account for this 
money. 

Pod. Let me alone with him ; I understand man- 
kind. Councellor Bartoline, do not play the fool 
wi' your self, and lose a thousand pound, which 
you may get by this cause. 

Bar. A 'housand pound 1 huh ! 

Pod. Yes, this is a great cause, and the city will 
go through with it, whatever it costs 'em. 

Bar. Come, I'll underchake ye buyshnesh 

fonie ! 

Pod. Did not I tell you I understand mankind. 

Bar. But I won't appeapubliquely dee hearl 

1 won't appeal 
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Br. Give ub connsels will do the man at the 
castle's bas'ness, and we don't care. 
Bar. Let me alone ! 

Mnter a Second Gentleman. 

2 Gent. Cooncellor Bartolinc, a word wi' you. 

Bar. Your buyiihnesli t 

2 GetU. I am sent to you by hia Highness the 
Viceroy. 

Bar. Hifih Highnesh the Vy'Bh-roy) ehpeak 
ahoftly ! 

2 GeTit. His Hi^ness is inform'd you are here, 
and very great with these men. 

Bar. I great with yeah men 1 'tis falsh ; they're 
koarsh : Ihaitch 'em, I haitch 'em. 

2 Gent. Nay, he believes you only assist 'em as a 
lawyer for your feesji you have too much wisdom 
and law to engage in uieir ill and dangerous de- 
signs. 

Bar. Hang 'em, hang 'em ! 

2 Gent. And such they have, his HighneBe is well 
asBur'd. 

Bar. No doubch on't, mosht gberchain ! 

2 Gent. And therefore lie's resolv'd to punish 'em. 

Bar. He musht do't ! he mnsht I 

2 Gent. To that end he intends to indict 'em of 
several crimes. 

.Bar. I am glad of it. 

2 Oeiit. How far they will extend in law he 
knows not. 

Bar. Very probable. 

2 Genl. Therefore he sends you by me a hundred 
pieces. — 

Bar. He doesh very well very well— ^ — hesh 

a wysh man. 

2 Gent. For yonr advice. 

Bar. I'll give it him, but not publiqoely 1 
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won't appea, but I'll give him shuch ash shall do 
yeir buydmesh. 

2 Gent. I'll tell it him. 

Bar. If he has a fanshy cho hang 'em, he shall ! 
. 2 Geni. I'll tell him. [ExU Gent. 

Br. Well, you'll undertake our bua'nesa ? 

Bar. Let me alone! give me your articlesh 

come now I'll go studgy ! come along ! 

XExeuiU Bartdine and Clerk. 

Br. So, this is a notable old fellow ; if he under- 
takes the bus'ness, he'll do't. 

Pod. You need not inform me in mankind. 

EnUr Florio wrapt in a cloak, leaning <m a staff, 
led by PiETRO. 

Flo. Where's my wbere'e my every little 

thing puts me so out of breath where's my 

LordPodesta? 

Pod. Here I Mr Florio. 

Flo. I have great — pooh! — [Woicsl. I am so 
faint with every little motion, and little talk— — 
I have great news for you. 

Pod. Great news ! and I not know it 'i there is 
seldom any thing to be known that I don't know. 

Flo. I'll tell it you, but I must open a vein first, 

that I may breathe fetch a surgeon 1 play'd 

the fool- uh ! as I came uh ! along, I saw a 

young woman with naked — pooh! — breasts go- 
ing, lam certain, to pooh ! to be naught ; 

so I reprov'd her, but she was very angry, and said 
she was an honest woman ; then I said she was to 
blame to let those two breasts come abroad, like 
two domestic intelligences, to slander her ; so she 
said she did it to please her pooh ! her hus- 
band ; so I said her husband was a wise man to 

make his wife shew her pooh ! her breasts 

in such a town as this ; such treasure would invite 



ciq mod t, Google 



CITY POLITICKS. 149 

pick-pockete enough to rob him of it And thus 

with this wanton woman I wasted my pooh ! 

my Bpirits. 

Pod. So you have done now more than needs ; 
you might have told us the news in the time you 
have told the story. 

Flo. 'Tia tnie, indeed ! Well, 1 tell you the 

news ; you may see how things go. For my part, I 
am glad I have not long to live, to see the nation 
ruin'd. 

Br. Why, what's the matter ) 

Flo. There's a French fleet npon the coast, and 
six of the piincipal commanders lurk in the dis- 
guise of pilgrims about Mount Vesnvio, to bnrn 
the town by nigbt, and let in their friends. 

Pod. I knew all this several hours ago. 

Flo. Is it possibly, my lord ) yon have an excel- 
lent inteUigence. 

Pod. So I have, 

Fh. I'm sure 'tis not half an hour since I in- 
vented it. ^Aside. 

Pod. What do yon think made me raise the 
militia 1 

Br. Was it for that 1 

Pod. Do you think I rais'd 'em for nothing f I 
never do a foolish thing. 

Br. And why would you not tell me ) 

Pod. I bad some reasons of State. 

Flo. And what will your lordship do in it J 

Pod. What else, but seize 'em 1 

Br, We must do it very privately, lest they ha' 
notice, for they have friends in town. 

Pod. You need not teach me my bua'ness, nor 
that they have friends in town ; what meant the 
order to put down two regiments o' the militia) 

Flo. Was there such an order 1 

Br. I was an ear-witness. 
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Pod. You may Bee how IhiogB go ; whereupoD I 
smartly replied, Wou'd they have two down % said 
I, then I will have four more up, said I, smartly. 

Flo. That was very well 

Bt. As well as I cou'd have advis'd. 

Pod. Sir, I know what I do. 

Br. I protest I thonght you had done it only to 
croes 'em. 

Pod. 8ir, I have deeper fetches in things than 
you are aware of. 

Bt. I see you liave. 

Pod. Now, you shall see how I'll manage this 
bns'ness. I will leave my gown and periwig 
here, put on your hat, coat, and periwig, brick- 
layer, and go oat so disguis'd, that my own family 
ehall not know what is become of me. 

Flo. That will do very well. 

Bt. I cannot advise better. 

Pod. Then 111 go to your house, bricklayer, and 
there send for twenty men, such aa I can trust, and 
arm them ; and, when that's done, I won't trust 
them neither, bnt take 'em along, and they them- 
selves shall not know whither they go. What say 
you to this 1 

Flo. Incomparable ! 

Bt. Very well. But why wou'd you not do 
this before, since you had intelligence of these 
ment 

Pod. For good reasons, you may be sure. I 
never do a foolish thing. Come, give me your 
things I 

Bt. What shall I wear my self 1 

Pod. Any porter's so far as your hoTia».—[PodeMa 
disguises Ajmsei/.l— Now, will not this deal with 
pilgrims* Mr Florio, have you strength to go 
with US i [Armed leith a UwndKriniss at his back. 

Flo. To Mount Vesuvio i I may as well hope to 
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cany the monntaoa on my back ; but, if I ha<l 
strength, I durst not venture. 

Br. Why, vhtA are you afraid of 1 

Flo. Pride, pride ! I am mighty apt to be vain. 
Formerly a little succesB in a jest or a sone, or 
libel, wou'd have made me a notorious ase. Ima- 
gine then, if, when I come from that great expedi- 
tion, I shou'd see my name in every intelligence, 
my picture on every wall, what an insufferable 
haughty coxcomb I should be. Lord, Iiord, I 
should be so proud ! 

Bt. For my part, now, I go o' purpose for these 
things, and intend to sit for my picture as soon as 
ever I come home. I was bid money for my face 
yesterday. 

Fh. You who have but one infirmity, need not 
fear it. But my vices, like Tories, ride in troops ; 
and if one gets into me, a hundred will follow : if, 
now I am sick, I should love your praises, when I 
am well, I ah^ iove your wives. 

Pod. He speaks a great deal of reason. We'll 
go without him. 

Br, But who shall guide us } 

Flo. My lord needs no guide. 

Pod. No, I who know where they are to a hair's 
breadth. 

EldtT ROSAURA. 
Here comes my wife [ don't let her know who I 
am. I remember I read in Plutarchus, that Brutus 
wou'd not trust his wife Portia with affairs of 
State ; I'll imitate his politiques. 

Eos. No news o' my lord % 

Flo. I suppose, madam, he's busied about some 
great affair. 

Ros. Mr Florio, I have an humble address to 
make to you. 

Flo. What is it, good madam 1 
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Ros. I am a woman more nice and careful of my 
honour then any other woman is of her face or 
akin. In my husband's presence I am secure from 
malice, but in hie absence I can never open my 
doors but slander will enter ; even your religion 
and virtue, sir, cannot hinder her from following 
you in, and fastening on us both. 

Fh. Slander will have lean food in me, madam. 

Bos. All's one, sir, 'tis best to avoid her. I 
would therefore humbly beg you at all times of 
my husband's absence to bestow your excellent 
conversation elsewhere. 

Flo. 'Twill be very prudent, madam ! 

Mos. I hope you'll not take it ill, sir t 

Flo. By no means, madam. Do you hear what 
an excellent wife you have) [Aside. 

Pod. I know her, sir. 

Flo. An admirable woman ! 

Pod. Sir, you need not inform me. 

Ros. Who ha' you got wi' you there J 

Flo. A very honest man, madam. 

.Bos. Are you sure o' that ) 'cause these are dark 
times ; a knave will shine in 'em like rotten wood 
by night; and that man has a notable outside: he 
resembles much my husband, who is one of the 
wisest men in this age, 

Flo. Do you hear 1 

Pod. Sir, she is a woman of vast parts. 

Eos. I have a great fancy to secure him. 

Br. Pshaw ! we shall have a fiddle faddle with 

her, and spoil our business Gfet you gone, go ! 

[Emt Podeda. 

Bos. How I does he fly 1 that's suspicious. Seize 
him ! 

Br. Away ! away, man 1 I'll follow you. 

[JExU Briddayer. 

Flo. No, good madam, I'll be bound for him. 
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Ha J ha I what a coTcomb is t^is t now is he gone 
he knows not whither, to catch he knows not 
whom. 

Ros. What an excellent thing, and how useful in 
the world is credulity ! 

Fin. 'Tis so; to many excellent trades. To the 
sparkish fop, the shopkeeper's large faith swells his 
feather and garniture. To the politician, the be- 
lieving, empty-headed rabble are his bladders. 
But, oh ! 'tis of excellent use to a lover. 

Ros. And to a trade you ha' not nam'd — a 
swearer. 

Flo. A lover is a swearer, a private one ; he is 
not a public evidence, a swearer-general. 

Ros. You were once swearer-general to our whole 

Flo. But I recant, and now will I kiss no book 
but these sweet lips. 

Bos. Hold I not so fast. 

Flo. Why, what's to do 1 

Ros. I must blush a wliile. 

Flo. Blushes are for the morning of love. We 
have travelled many tedious hours since that, and 
without any refreshment, except baiting now and 
then a kiss. Those lips are dehghtful places, but 
not the end of the journey. 

Ros. You say you have travel'd in love; you say 
true ; you have passed through many hearts, and, 
I fear, have wasted all your love by the way. 

Flo. I have only trifled away some unnecessary 
travelling expences ; here will I lay out my whole 
heart. 

Ros. A mortgag'd heart ! 

Flo. Indeed, it is not. 

Ros. What security will you give me J 

Flo. Have I not pawn'd a kingdom to you. I 
was a king of libertines, and I have left my domin- 
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ions, and all my fair female aubjecta, to be a sl&ve 
to you, and a fool to the priests. — [fijwefo.] — 
KnockiDg I we're undone !. have talk'd away our 
precious minutes. Heaven grant it be not the old 
coxcomb. 

Bos. Whoever it be, we are in an ill condition to 
be thus lockt up together. [Louder knocking. 

Mo. Venture to ask who 'tis. 

Bos. Who's there 1 

Craf. 'Tis I, madam I {P'^^ffy ^iHtin. 

Eos. 'Tis the fool Craffy. 

Flo. What shall we do with him 1 

Cm/. Madam, I must speak with your ladyship. 

[mihiti. 

Ros. Come some other time, I'm very busy 
now I 

Craf. This business must be done now, madam. 

Ros. Dispatch it where you are, then. 

Craf. I cannot ; this is private business, madam. 
[fTUhin. 

Ros. Then you must let it alone, for I neither 
can nor will apeak wi' you. 

Craf. You must and shall speak with me, since 
you go to that ; and if you won't let me in at the 
door, I'll climb in at the window. 

Ros. You are saucy, sirrah. 

Craf. There is no business to be done without 
saucinesa. 

flo. What shall we do with this fellow 1 

Bos. Put on my husband's gown, hat, and perir 
wig, and lye upon the couch as if you slept. 

Craf. Will you let me in or no 1 

Ros. You are in great haste, sir ! 

Craf. Yes, that 1 am ; my bosioess is earnest. 
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Florio is disguis'd, and lies down. Eosaura opens 
the dooT. Enter CfiAFFY, drvrnk. 

Craf. So, elie'8 all alone, as I hope to be aav'd ! 

Bos. Well, what's your busineea, air ) 

Oraf. I hare businese ! delicate bnsinees ! and 

I'll do't, I'll warrant me. Drunkenness has 

given m« wit and impudence ; if it don't disfigure 
me, I don't care. I am cursedly afraid 'twill put 
my features out of rank and file ; they won't march 
even, and gracefully, and in battalia. [Aside. 

Ros. Well, hast thou given me all this trouble, 
and now hast nothing to say 1 

Graf. Yes, I have something to say, and now it 
shall out, I come 1 come most sweet 

Bos. Speak softly, for your father's asleep on the 
couch. 

Craf. My father there ! the Devil take him for 
his pains J that blockhead never did me any good, 
nor ever will ; now he lyes like a great boom to 
hinder my vessel from coming into the harbour 
when the wind is fair. Od I could find in my 
heart to cut him ! 

Eos. Well, sir. you ha' no business, it seems t 

Graf. Od, I'll do my business, and let the old 
fool dispose his greasy bags as he has a mind ; I 
care not, I'll pass the Rubicon, and be aid Ccesar 

airi nullus 1 come then to tell thee such a story 

as no age nor history can do the like. 

Bos. Ay, prithee, let me hear that. 

Craf. Ay, prithee let m,e hear that with a smile ; 
many a Eoman general has fought a battle upon 
the encouragement of birds that have not chirp'd 

half so prettOy ; prithee let me hear that and, 

thou sweet rogue, thou sha't 

Bos. The brute is drunk, and I never discem'd 
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Graf. Then, thoa delicate creature, I come to 
tell thee 1 love and adore thee ! 

B,os. Love- and adore me 1 what does the cox- 
comb mean 1 but why ahou'd I consider the mean- 
ing of a fool in drink 1 

Graf. Nay, my newa does come wet out o' the 
press, that's certain ; 'tis delicate news, is't not 1 
_ what say'st thou ! Have I no darts nor arrows in 
' my eye 1 Prithee look upon me ! nay, look, if this 
fantastic woman will look upon me 1 prithee look 
upon me! I'm newly shav'd, and a man looks lite 
a notable emirk rogue when he's sliav'd ; his face 
is hke a bow) new wip'd ; he may kiss the mistress 
if he has any skill, and I'll try. 

Sm. Sirrah, attempt any rudeness to me, and Fll 
waken your father, and ruin ye. I am amaz'd he 
should sleep thus ! 

Graf. I believe there is a proclamation come out 
-against sleeping, and the rogue takes a nap to 
E^ront the government, for nothing else could 
make a Whig quiet so long, that's certain. 

Eos. So, sir, yon are a ranting Toryl begone, 
you had best, before I waken your father, and 
you, who are now, so full o' wine, be turn'd out o' 
doors, and want bread. Consider that, sir. 

Craf. How ! When I have thee before my eyes, 
dost thou think I can consider a crust ! what a 
pitiAil, hungry thought was there ! 

Sos. Disinheriting, then, and starvii^ are nothing 
to thee t 

Ctaf. I starve now. Love has disinherited my 
stomach, which, before I fell in love with thee, had 
as good a title to meat as any stomach in Christen- 
dom ; that is, if meat be made for stomachs ; and 
now if I were to go to law with a chicken for crumbs , 
he'd cast me. I shou'd ha' nothing to shew for 'em ; 
BO that I must enjoy thee, that I may eat again. 
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Ros. Enjoy me, sirrah ! do you know who I am, 
that you dare mention suck a word before me 1 

Graf. Know thee ! Ay, well enough. 

Bos. Am not I your father's wife, sir i 

Craf. And what of all that 1 

Ros. What of all that 1 

Craf. Thou think'st, I'll warrant, I'll be fright- 
ened with incest 1 with fee, fa, fum ! I am not a 
child to be Bcar'd from a sack-poeset with a whit« 
sheet ; if we must meddle with nothing that is a 
kin to us, we must not eat or drink, for we are all 
near a kin to our victuals ; but thou art no kin to 
me ; thon art only tack'd to my father's side by a 
priest, and art no more my mother than his back- 
sword is, for that's buckled to his side sometimes ; 
besides, I don't know whether he be my father or 
no. I'm sure he is not fit for't. 

Ros. Whatever I am to him or thee, 'tis suffi- 
cient I am nearly related to virtue and honour ; and 
do not dare, sirrah, so much as to talk undecently 
before me. 

Craf. Why dost thou talk undecently before me ? 

Ros. Who, 1 1 

Graf. Yes, thy eyes talk bawdy ; thou hast the 
wanton'st eyes that ever I saw in my life. Gi' me 

a kiss, gi' me a kiss ! say the best you have in 

the house, won't you t I'll come to the vessel my 
self then. 

Ros. Bless me I Husband ! husband ! 

Craf. Let him wake, if he dares ! 

{Craf. clioces her rmmd chairs. Florw sim-ts. 

Ros. Ob Lord I what shall I do 1 

Graf. Ha I does he snort t let him snort agaiu ! 
he has neither powder nor shot in his nose. 
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KTwdnng at the door. Cratfy starts. Eosaxtra 
opens U. Elder PlETRO. 

Fief. Oh madam ! your huaband and the brick- 
layer! 

Ros. How ! where are they 1 

Piet. Just coming into this room, 

Jios. Cannot your master posaibly get by ) 

Piel. Not possibly. 

Bos. Oh misery 1 shame ! death ! what diall I 
dol 

Craf. What'a the matter, madam t 

Bos. Ha ! what comes into my head 1 111 make 
this fool beat his father out.— [^sjrfel— Oh ! yonr 
father will be murder'd, and I abusd ; here are 
villains got into the boose in arms \ one of them, 
they say, has a design upon my person. 

Craf. Your person t 

Bos. Ay ; help us, for Heaven's sake ! 

Craf. Where are they 1 

Bos. Just coming into this room ; heat 'em out 
o' the house, as you value your father's life and my 
honour. 

Craf nt do't ! 

Bos. Here they come 1 

Enter Podbbta and Bricklayer, viiih mvsquets and 
blunderhusses at Iheir backs, their waists stuck round 
with pistols. Chaffy knocks his faiher down; 
PiETRO gets down the Bricklayer. Whilst they 
are scuffling, Bosaura conveys Florio away, and 
lays the hat, gown, and periwig upon the couch, as 
if one slept under 'em. After some rowling upon, the 
stage, PoDESTA gets Crapfy undermost. 
Pod. Some one help me to kill this unnatural 

rogue. 

Br. No, take him alive, I charge you ! that we 
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may know who put him upon this horrible, dam- 
nable plot ; for this i^ as horrible a plot as has been 
these thonsand years. 

Pod. Sirrah I who put you upon this horrible 
wickedness ) 

Craf. Sirrah, who put you upon the horrible 
wickedness of attempting this sweet ladyt not 
nature, for nature and you have been parted these 
twenty years. 

Pod. This fellow's drunk ! 

Roi. As drunk as he is, he asks no impertinent 
questions, nor has he committed any great error in 
the jD-favour'd entertainment he has given you for 
entering my husband's house in this arm'd posture, 
in these dangerous times, without giving me any 
notice ; what he has done, he did by command, and 
111 justify it. 

Pod. This is a wise woman. 

Br. The woman could not act wiser if she were 
my own wife. 

Pod. I'll reveal my self to her. Sweet-heart, I 
am your husband I 

Eos. Come, sir, lay aside your unseasonable and 
unmanneriy mirth ! these are no rallying times, or 
if they were, you are not my equal at repartee with 
me. But now I think on't, see what's become of 
my husband, some body I he has slept these two 
hours upon that couch, and this rude scuffie has 
frighted him away. 

Piet. Indeed, madam, I fancy this is my lord. 

Pod. Sweet-heart, upon my heart, I left my 
gown, heart, and periwig upon that couch ; and 
there's no difference between the Lord Podesta and 
me but a gown. 

Craf. Then there is roguery, for there lay a fel- 
low under that gown. I'll swear I heard his nose 
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Jios. He aays true. 

Pod. Bless me ! here's a plot. 

Hos. Some of the French pilgrims to murder you, 
and bum your house. 

Pod. Most certain I Fetch a regiment of the 
militia ; I'll have a sentry at every door in my 
house, two at every post of my bed, and one under 
my bokter. 

Hr. Search all the tubs, pots, bottles, and ves- 
sels in your house, for gun-powder. 

Pod. Yes, and I'll unpave the streets to see if 
the stones be not hand-grenadoes. 

Jios. 'Tis necessary ! and I hope your lordship 
will not blame me for defending your house, though 
you suffer'd something by it. 

Pod. 'Twas admirably done ! 

Br. Wisely, very wisely ! 

Pod. Like a woman that knows man kind. 

Craf. Well, and shall I no praises have, 
That beat the knave ! 

Pod. ! 'twas very well done, Craffy. 

Br. Very well, indeed ! 

Pod. But are not these unhappy times. 
That I can take no joy 
In such a wife, and great estate t 

Craf. And such a son as I. [Jixeiint. 



Act the Fourth. 

Scene, a Garden. 



Eider Podesta, Bricklayer, Captain of Ike 
Militia, and tivo Soldiers. 

Pod. Come, captain ! place those two soldiers 
behind those two doors, and then my house will 
be too hot for a knave. 
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Bt. For the justification of our proceeding, we 
will priot a narrative of the pilgrim under the 
gown. As paper, in Holland, passes for money, 
pamphlets witfi us pass for religion and policy : a 
bit of paper in Holland, from a man of credit, 
takes up goods here, pays debts there ; pq a pam- 
phlet will take up fools here, make fools there. A 
pamphleteer is the best fool-maker in the nation. 
And this story, well improved 

Pod. The story's well enough ; what need we lie 
to no purpose 1 

Bt. By your favour, 'twill be to good purpose ; 
a lie will give it the stamp of our party. Lies are 
the supporters of our arms, and the great seal of our 
corporation. 

Pod. If a lie will do the nation any service, I 
shall not scruple. 

Br. You woU'd ha' no reason ; for that lie that 
does as much good as truth, is as good as true; 
ergo, 'tis true. Quiajuid est idem, est idem, is a rule 
in logic ; but you know no logic 

Pod. But I know a rule in divinity that says, 
you are not to do evil that good may come thereby. 

Br. Ay, that good may come, and not come ; but 
the evil that does good is a good evil ; but no evil 
is good ; ergo, 'tis no evil at alL But there's no 
talking logic to you, you don't understand it. 

Enter a Man with a jmsoner's basket, and Beggars. 

Pod. How now, what would you have ? 

Man. May it please your honour, my lord — 

Br. Speak to me. I am my lord, — that is, I 
manage all. 

Man. It has always been a custom for the new 
Lord Podesta to send poor prisoners some relief. 

Br. It has been a custom, you say 1 

Man. Yes, master, 

2 11 
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Bt. Ib there any law for it 1 

Man. .Law, master I 

Br. Ay, for we will do nothing but according to 
law. 

Man. Yon woa'd not have poor pria'nera starve, 
master 1 

Br. Sir, if they starve according to law, no body 
has any thing to say. 

Man. That's hard, master. 

Br. Go, get you about your bus'nesa ! 

Man. Pray, master ! 

2 Beffg. 1 hope, master, you will be kinder to us, 
master. 

Br. Why, what are you 1 

2 Begg. Honest, poor people, master, that always 
us'd to have some broken meats from my Lord 
Podesta's table ; and now we ha' not one bit. 

Br. Is there any law for it 1 ' 

1 Begg. Law, master t 

Br. Ay, for, in plain tenns, we will do nothing 
for any body, that is not of onr party, but what we 
are forc'd to by law, 

1 Begg. We are all o' your party, master. 

All tht Beggars, and Man with the basket. Ay, 
master, we are all Whigs, master ! we are tdl 
Whigs ! 

2 Begg. Master, I poll'd for you. 

3 Begg. I poll'd three times over, for my lord ; 
came in three several coats, and past for three men. 

Pod. Say yon sol who employ'd youl 

3 Begg. The doctor, master. 

Man. And several of our prisoners poll'd for my 
lord, master. 

Fod. Well, give 'em half-pence apiece. 

Omnes. Half-pence ! my lord half-pence ) 

Pod. Well, when my year's out, I'll consider 
further. 
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1 Begg. We shall aUrre in that time, muter ! 
Pod. Go, go, be gone ! the bricklayer and I are 

consulting about affairs of State, for the good of 
yoa all, how to secure your religioo and property. 

2 Begg. Our property, master 1 

Br. Go, go ! you ha' no property, nor, I think, 
religion ; yon are idle knaves begone I 

1 Be^g. The Devil take you I a half-penny 

lord I IS the Podesta's place worth but a half- 
penny t \^A»idt. 

2 Begg. Plague rot you 1 a half-penny lord ! 

I'd ha' seen the Devil have you, before I'd ha! 
chosen you, if I had known. [Atidt. 

All. A half-penny lord ! confound 'em, damned 
rebel roguea I I hope to see 'em hang'd 

[Exewit Begg. and Man. 

Br. Now, let us to counsellor Bartoline's cham- 
ber, to kuow his opinion concerning our arming 
and fortifying. 

Pod. One lawyer b positive against us. 

Bt. That's a Tory fellow ; I don't mind Tory- 
law. 

Pod. But he spoke a great deal of reason. 

Bt. 1 care not a farthing for reason, law, nor 
Scripture, if they side with the Tories, I prefer 
Whig-nonsense before Tory-reason. But come ! 

[ExattU. 

Enter a Gentt.ehan ; Baktoline and his Clerk 

at a little distance after. 

Gent. No body in the house here t 1 sir, you 
are the man I desire to speak with. I suppose you 
remember me 1 

Bar. I remember you 1 How shou'd I remem- 
ber all the people gat come cho me I 

Oeni. 'Tia strange you shou'd forget me; 'tis not 
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long since I put just such another fee into your 
hand aa this. 

Bar. Od sha' me ! now you putch it incho my 
headge, I do rememher you ; you come from ye 
Vish-roy. 

OeTtl. I do 80. 

Bar. He ish a worty genklemsn; I ehall be glad 
to sherve him. 

Gmt. The buainess is, my Lord Fodesta fortifies 
without his leave. 

Bar. Doesh he 1 yen hesh a yebel i shay I shay 

it: 

G^t. But is there no clause in their charter will 
bear 'em out 1 

Bar. Shir, if yere be shuch a claush, 'twill over- 
throw yeir charcher ; 'twill argue the king was de- 
sheived^ so his grant will be void ; 'tiah against ye 
prerogative, ash I'll prove outch common law, and 
clea snatchute law; and if I yon't hrow 'em on yeir 

backsh 111 hang for't, eho chelTye Viahroy !^ -but 

I'll be privatsh. 

Gent. I'll teU him. [Exit. 

Enter Podesta and Bricklayee, 

Pod. 0, here he is ! come, counsellor, we must 
speak with you. 

Bar. You musht not, for I am very buishy. 

Br. But these ten pieces must, and shall speak 
with you. 

Bur. Why, chruly, I have a great yeal o' buish- 
ness ; but I have alsbo a great kindnesh for boh 
you ; for I bink you are very hoiieaht men, and 
wish well to ye nation, and have very good 
yeshignsh. And I will do you what kindnesh I 
can, I will ingeed. Well, come ! your buishnesh i 
hub ! 

Br. May the subject ) subject I I don't love 
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that word subject : but, come, nia;f the subject for- 
tify by law, without leave 1 

Baf. May he wear a ahword by hish ehide with- 
out leave 1 a shimple ahtory. 

Pod. But a lawyer told me the contrary. 

Bar. 'Twash not the lawyer, 'twash hish fee; and 
fees will shay any 'hing. 

Pod. lie said 'twas i^inst clear statutes. 

Bar. Yersh no such hing ash a clea shtachut« ; 
han't we lawyerah the penning of 'em, and do you 
hink we won't make work for our shelu'sh 1 We 
hate a clea ehtachute, as a bouse-breaker yoesh a 
clea night. I shpeak against my own profession ; 
for I am an honesht fellow. I am worth but sbix 
housand a year, and I mightch ha' been worth 
twentchy if 1 would ha' been a knave ; but I love 
to make a consciensh of what I shay and do. I do 
ingeed, ingeed I do. 

Br. But we are told that 'tis so against law, that 
if there shou'd be any such power in our charter, 
'twould argue the king was deceived, and overthrow 
the charter. 

Bar. If such a power in your charcher should 
overthrow it, 'twonld argue the king had yeshieved 
you, mun, and who dares shay yati yersh a chrick 
for you ; yey chalk like foolsh and kiiavesh, yey 
don't know what yey shay. Let me alone wi' you 
buishnesh, dee hea ( but privately, very privately. 
Come along, come ! [Eml Bar. and hu Clerk. 

Pod. This is a notable old fellow. 

Br. I was of his opinion. 

Enter ROSAUEA, 

£os. My lord, will you continue those guards and 
sentries about your house t 

Pod. Sweet-heart, to ask my wisdom questions, 
is to question my wisdom. 
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Sm. I coDfegB you have reason so stand npon 
your guard : 'twere well the people knew it ; and 
your son Craffy has a pen fit fw the purpose. 

Pod. He shall meddle no more with his pen ; it 
has almost mop'd * him. I wou'd giv% five hundred 
pound he had never seen a pen in's life ; but I will 
take him from it before he's too far gone, and enter 
him into business. Here he is ! powder'd, a feather 
in's cap, and catechising — 

Enter Craffy, 

his face in a ^ass ; but it does not make him one 
wise answer. The boy is spoil'd. 

Oraf. Ay, this will do— — this will do ! Nature 
writ no good hand when she penn'd me, because 
she wrote after a damn'd copy, the fool my father; 
but this will mend some letters. This will take 
my mother. 

Pod. Crafiy! 

Oraf. Drunkenness, like a hog in a garden, 
rooted up my flowers, but now the tulips in my 
face begin to lift up their heads. 

Pod. Craflfy ! 

Craf. They do, i'faith. 

3r. Why don't you come f 

Pod. Let him alone! all this is not his folly, but 
mine, who have let him take more poetry than his 
brains wou'd bear, and have ruin'd my child ; and 
though I say it, a delicate young fellow. 

£r. I fancy he's tum'd amorous fop, for he's 
broke out into a feather, and all those fooleries that 
trouble love-sick people. 
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Has. Indeed, his feather says some each thing.*. 

Br. And I'll take the feather's word. 

Pod. Beforeminel Do not you teach meto know 
my own boy, nor any thing. I'd give you a hun- 
dred pounds I wert; an aes. 

Ros. You may have it cheaper. [Aside. 

Pod. I mean in this, that I mistook the boy's 
distemper. Lord, that I should let him spoil him 
self I 

Hot. I have a mind to know his contemplations. 
I'll go towards him. 

Craf. Ha! my delicate mother-in-law ! I'm 
ready for her: I'll charge her with smilee, wit, 
impudence, modesty, humility, all aorta of wea- 
pons. First, with humility upon my knees. Moat 

sweet dear ha I my father behind that old 

fool is always in my way — —-how shall I get from 
my knees again 1 The Devil take him ! Moat . 
sweet dear, madam, pray to Heaven to bless me 
pray, my lord, pray to Heaven to hless me '. 

Pod. Bless thee t 

Crqf. Ay, to bless me. 

Pod. What ! o' this time o' day 1 

Graf. A blessing will do a man no hurt at any 
time o' d^. 

Pod, Well, the Lord bless thee, and deliver thee 
from poetry, say I; it has utterly spoil'd thee. That 
ever I should let this fellow tamper with poetry. 

I cou'd ha' made him 1 don't Itnow what 

I cou'd ha' made him snch a States-man as these 
times cou'd not ha' produc'd. These times 1 piti- 
ful fellows ! the States-men o' theae times were aU 

* "WlisD your nabletC gfallimta eonaecnte their haim to 



shieflj in their h&ta, being one of tho l 
brftTery : but tbou, a rereller, and ■ 
year, by wearing festhen in Uif hair." — Decirr'M OntCi Horn- 
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■tarr'd at nune. Some of 'em were foandtiDga, one 
found nnder a rump, another was a maggot in 
English Noll's nose. A pack of strange rallows 
they are all ; in short, Onffy 

C'raf. Most sweet woman ! ^^Aside. 

Pod. You shall never write nor read more, but 
be a man of business. 

Cra/. Yes, madam ! 

Pod. Madam T 

Craf. Yes, my lord, I mean 

Pod, Did you mind what I said to you 1 

Craf. No, madam yes, madam ay, my 

lord, I mean. 

Pod. Yes, madam ay, my lord sirrali, 

where are your brains T 

Craf. Brains, madam 1 my lord, I mean 

Pod. In your inlt-pot, sirrah ) 

Craf. I'm now answering the Medal. 

Pod. I thought as much ; the Devil take thy 
poetry. Sirrah, meddle with pen and ink more, if 
you dare. 

Craf. Who must answer these things, then! 
There's ne'er a man o' wit of our party, but my 
self, and my things are discommended. I know 
several people don't like my Hushai : that I intend 
to call my poem, The Medal Revers'd, written by 
him who was not the author of Hnshai, nor of any 
pen writ of our side." 

* "The Hedal: a uttra against •adition," hy John DndeD, 
post laureate, ira* published eu-lj id March 1682. It was 
written to check, <{ ponible, the triumph of the WJtigs io the 
acquittal of Lord Bhaftaabury, obo hiid been triad for High 
Treaaon, and in commemoration of which a Uedat had been 
Btruek for (he partiians of the patriot to wear at their breaats. 
Spence relates thia anecdote, on the aathority of a Catholic 
priest, a friend of Pope : " One dav oa the King was walking iu 
the hall, and talkins with Drydeii, he said : 'If 1 was a poet, 
and I think I am poor enough to be one, I would write a poem 
on Buoh a subject Ij the follawiiig maonar.'^ He then gar* 
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Pod. Gome, poetry be hang'd, and proBe too I 

Sr. Come, come I my answer will be the best 

Pod. What's that 1 

Br. A flail if I meet vith the author in a 

convenient place, I'll give him an answer. 

Pod. Yes ! and, Rirrah, you shall never meddle 
with pen, ink, nor book more, but be a man o' 
business. 

Graf. I shall be a pretty man o' business ! never 
write nor read. 

Pod. Sir, the greatest politicians of our times 
never write nor read, as you may see by their 
speeches. Come, sirrah ! you have wit enough, 
and courage too, and we have business and enemies 
to employ both, insomuch as I shall not dare to go 
to bed to night. 

Graf. Shan't you 1 Then I'll dare to go thither 
in your stead. I have shew'd my mother my wit, 
I never shew'd her my skin yet ; I'll tempt her with 
that. [Aside. 

Pod. I'll have you in the head of a party go to 
Mount Vesuvio. 

Craf. I'm resolv'd to steal to her when she's a 
bed. [Aside. 

Pod. Get a horseback presently, d'ye hear 1 

Graf, Ay, my lord ! — in a rich nightgown, 
point de Venice shirt, and velvet slippers. 

Pod. How! a horse-back in this equipage 1 Do 
you know I bid you get your horse i 

Craf. Ay, my lord ! — wash'd from head to foot 
in rose-water. 

the plan of the 'Medal.' Dryden took the hint, oairied the 
poem, >■ «00T1 a4 written, to the Kinff, mud h&d a preient of 
a hnndred brood pieces for it." As °'the Modal '' attraoted 
immenie sttsotion, sewrnl Whig champions stood forth in 
oontest. First appeared "the Mushn>om," by HldiiiuDd Hick- 
•ringell ; and, in Bucoe«noD, " the Uedal rcTersed," by 8amnel 
Pordage, "the loyal Hedal vindioated," and "the Uedal of 
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Pod. This is mockery ; give me a cane ! 

Cm/. ! good, my lord. 

Br. Come, let him alone ! 

Fod. I will not. 

Craf. What'B the matter ) wliat's the matter ) 

Pod. What's the matter wi' your brains, eirrah 1 
for when I come to one side of your head, they 
shift o' tother, that you never mind what I say. 
Get you gone, you rascal you ! 

Craf. Sweet rogue, I'll be with thee at night ! 
[Aside — Exit. 

Pod. Wou'd the Devil had had this fellow's 
poetry. A gentleman may carry a little of it for 
an ornament and pleasure, as a lady carries an 
orange in her hand; but to have a fool carry a 
great basket of it on his head, like a costMii- 
monger, and break his brains ! 

Enter Florio panting, Pieteo leading him. 

Flo. Glamb'ring up these st^rs has almost spent 
me. I'm ready to tumble down dead. 

Fod. Poor man, how bad he is 1 

Ros. I wonder he's come abroad. 

Br. 'Tis pity ! he's a pretty fellow. 

Flo. My good lord, I beg your pardon a thou- 
sand times for the liberty and confidence I lake in 
your house. 

Fod. You are very welcome, good Mr FIotio ! • 

Bos. You may believe my lord, sir ; he's your 
very humble servant. 

Flo. Your servant, good madam ! Why, truly, 
we sick people take upon us a strange authority, 1 
know not by what commission ; I think 'tis because 
sickness is Heaven's messenger ; and when a man 
is upon the road in a messenger's hands, all people 
give way, and I am riding post. 
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Enter DocTOB Sanchy. 

Dr. Where are you all t where are you all t 

Pod. What's the matter 1 

Dr. Who sajB there are no plots 1 

£r. He that has a mind to be hang'd. 

Pod. Aa he shall be. He that will not believe 
in the doctor must expect no salvation in this life. 

Jios. What's the plot, good doctor t 

Dr. Only to cut yoiir husband's throat, and all 
our throats, that's all ! 

Mas. Oh ! you ha' struck me dead. Some help 1 1 
faint 

Pod. Good creature, she's swooning! who's 
there 1 

Enier Women. 

Worn. My lord 1 

Pod. Your lady swoons ! 

Dr. Carry her away I don't let us be troubled 
with women. 

Pod. Take her into the fresh air, and give her 
some strong water 1 and, do you hear ) bring me 
some privately, [Exeunt W^vmen xeith Eos. 

Br. Come, the plot 1 

Dr. What do you think the Tory rogues have 
done % They have met with our Paper of Associ- 
ation, 

Br. What care we for that 1 

Df. Ay, but they have drawn up one among 
theioselves, in imitation of ours ; cast one in our 
own mould, taken our own words, and dischai^ 
'em upon us. 

Br. The Devil ! 

Dr. As you shall hear t We, the loyal, &c, find- 
ing to the grief of our hearts a certain sort of 
people, consisting of Hobbists, Atheists, Fanaticks, 
and Republicans, have for several years last past 
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pursued a pernicious plot, to root out the true re- 
ligion, subvert our laws and libertiea, and set up 
arbitrary power. 

Br. Well, and what of all this t 

Fh. Pray, hear ! 

Dr. And it being notorious that they have been 
highly encouraged by the countenance and protec- 
tion given 'em by the rabble, and by their expecta- 
tions of the said rabble coming to the government, 
it appears also to ua, that for these designs igno- 
ramus garrisons have been estahlisht among us, hy 
whose asaistance these men have laid a blockade 
before the crown it self, denying it all relief, unless 
'twill own it self a dependence upon them. 

Bt. All this is true, and we are not asham'd ot 
it. 

Pod. Go on ! 

Dr. And we considering, with heavy hearts, how 
greatly the reputation and honesty of the kingdom 
hath been wasted in maintaining the said garri- 
sons ; and finding the same counsels, after exem- 
plary justice upon some of the conspirators, to be 
atill pursued with the utmost devilish malice and 
desire of revenge, whereby his Majesty is in con- 
tinual hazard to be destroyed, to make way for the 
said rabble's advancement to the crown. 

Br. Well, and what of all thisl 

Pod. Have patience I 

Dr. The whole kingdom, in such case, being de- 
stitute of all security of their religion, laws, estates, 
and liberties: sad experience in the case, the Kiimp 
Committee of Safety, Noll and Dick in England, 
and Massaniello here, having proved the wisest 
laws to be of little force to keep out tyranny under 
no prince, or no lawful prince. 

Br. I wou'd we had 'em. 

J)t. We have, therefore, several times endea- 
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voured in a legal way, by indictments, to bring 
the said criminals to condign puniahmint ; but, 
being utterly rejected, and brought almost to de- 
spair, ve bind our selves one to another, jointly 
and severally, in the bond of one firm and loyal 
society and association: and do soiemnly vow,- 
promise, and protest to demolish the said igno- 
' ramus garrisons, which ase kept up in and about 
this city, to the great terror and amazement of all 
the good people in the land. 

Br. And shall be in spite of 'em. 

Dr. And utterly destroy all that shall seek to set 
up the said rabble's pretended title, or shall raise 
any war, tumult, or sedition in his behalf, or by his 
command, as public enemies to our laws, king, re- 
ligion, and country ; and this on penalty of being 
esteemed such our selves. Witness our hands. 

Pod. Are there any names to it ) 

Br. Only nicknames, to know one another by : 
as Loyal Domestic Absalom, and Achitophel, Tory 
Coffee-house, Towzer, Heraclitus, and such names, 
forty thousand. 

£r. Oh I we have six times their number. 

Dr. Pray, hear the postscript ! Persons to be de- 
stroyed: imprimis, the Podesta. 

Pod. Am I to be murder'd imprimis 1 bloody 
rogues 1 

Dr. Then the doctor : and why after him, un- 
mannerly rascals 1 

Pod. Why after me) Sure, good doctor, you 
won't dispute precedency with me i 

Dr. But I will, good Podeata, with you, or any 
man in Christendom ; what the Devil are you I 

Pod. What am 1 1 

Dr. Ay ! if you compare your self with me, you are 
a fop. 

Pod. Fop ! you are an unmannerly fellow. 
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Dr. How ! ho ! call one of my men, Bome1>ody 1 
ErUer a Servant. 

Sere. Sirl 

Dr. Go bid the Archbishop of Naples come to 
me ! I'll make his fortunes. 

Br. Nay, nay, doctor, doctor ! 

Fod. He means, bid the Archbisbopric of Naples 
come to him ; but it yfon't come, doctor. 

Dr. You are a rascal 1 

Fod. Call a constable ! 

Flo. Gentlemen, gentlemen, are yoa out of your 
wits, to quarrel who should be mimler'd first 1 I 
need care for it as little as you, I shall lose as 
few days ; for shame, reconcile I pray, recon- 
cile 1 

Dr. Then let him not play the coxcomb. If the 
Pope dispan^ me, I'd say he were a rascal. 

Br. Well, well, the Podesta respects you, doctor; 
give him your hand J 

Dr. Give him my hand first % I'd acorn to do't 
if he were a prince. 

Bt. Then give him your hand, Fodesta t 

Fod. Welcome. Mr Fanchy I 

Dr. Mr Fanchy t 

Fod. Doctor, X mean ; come, doctor ! 

Dr. Then come, Podesta ! 

Fh. So, this is well ! now let us know whose 
throat is to be cut next. 

Dr. The bricklayer's and yours : cum imdlia ahis 
qua nunc preserve longum est. 

Flo. Will they cut mine ) They may spare their 
pains. Well, we had more need to go to prayers 
than quarreL Pray, doctor 1 

Dr. Fray, fool's head ! what should we pray for 1 
That's like your Papists, who think to keep off 
devils with holy-water, aa if a devil were like a 
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cat, he con'd not endure to wet hia foot. These 
devils are heat driven away with fire-locka. 

Br. You are in the right, doctor ! 

Flo. I'm sure our cause is in the right. 

Bt. .Wb have a hundred thousand men, and they 
are always in the right Set me in the head of 
such a ^neral counsel, and 111 be Pope, the only 
infallihle judge. 

Pod. Ay, aod have what fonna of worship you 
will : when a canon's the preacher, who dare shut 
up the conventicle % and nothing opens and divides 
a text like gun-powdet. 

Flo. Heaven turn these wicked men ! I . love 
their soujs, 

Bt. Heaven turu 'em out of the kingdom, for I 
love their lands ; that's my way of turning my ad- 
versaries ; and 111 set 'em part o' their way to 
night I'll shove the whole town against 'em! that 
sImII be my business. [fxtf. 

Pod. I'll go arm my self, and then watch upon 
the battlements. 

Dr. I'll go with you. 

\Exeml Pod., Dr., Captain of the MilUia. 

Flo. I'll to my devotions ; that is, to your wife 
if I knew where she was. 

EldtT "SiOSAURiL. 

Bos. Not far off. 

Flo. I might ha' guess'd it by the sudden gaity 
of all things; the whole &ce smil'd on her sweet 
favourite. 

Ros. Upon the ridiculous cuckold and his wise 
companions, which you have finely foot'd ; for was 
not this paper yours, sir ) 

Flo. It was 1 

Roa. What a ghost every shadow appears to -a 
guilty conscience : therefore I had not best consent 



ciq mod t, Google 



176 CTTY POLITICKS, 

to your murder of my honesty, for I shall never 
sleep for fear of the discovery ; and you men com- 
monly boaEt of those murders, and cast a brazen 
image of the dead creature in an impudent libel. 

Flo. If this be not privately buried, it shall be 
your own fault. 

Hos. It shall be yours, for I have provided a 
chapel fit for the work, this garden-house. 

Flo. Then will I be a serond Nero : L have put 
all my city in a flame. 
And now, with harp in hand, I will survey 
My burning Eome, and whilst it burns I'll play. 

Bos. Then, Nero, take thy harp into thy hand, 
The tuneful strings will follow thy command : 
Now equal Orpheus in thy art divine, 
Make all things round thee dance with one sweet 

touch of thine. [Extv^l. 

Scene ^rdimus. 
Ertkr Eartoline wUh Artall. 

Bar. Come, pray come in, sir! ingeed I love your 
company mighchily. Come, how isht with you, shirl 

Art. Better and better, sir ! that is to say, worse 
and worse ' nearer my end, which I hope will be 
the better for me. 

Bar. Ay, yer'sh no doubt on't, shir! you're a 
very good young gentleman. 

Art. Not so good ae I ha' been bad, sir. 

Bar. 'Tish no great matcher, ahir ! we have all 
been bad, one chime or anoyer. 

Aii. Not so bad as I, sir ; the Devil is not, can- 
not be so bad as I ) he cannot drink, can he, sir t 

Bar. Wliy, chruly, shir, I believe notch. I yont 
know what he can goo ; I yont chrouble my self 
much wid him. 

Art. I was one of the Devil's low countrieSj 
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always under a flood. The Devil cannot whore, air 
neither, can he 1 

Bar. 1 yont know, sir, in chroth, but I believe in 
general heiah a great rashcaL 

Art. I have not only debauch'd women, but the 
whole age ; poiaon'd all ita mortala,* murder'd 
thouBands o' young oonaciencep, aung others asleep, 
pump'd others with drunkenness ; sin I honour'd 
and privileg'd as a peer to the Deril ; Heaven I 
affronted, libell'd his court, and, in my drunken 
altitudes, have endeavour'd to scour the whole 
creation of souls and spirits. Now, is it fit I 
should be saved 1 

Bar. Ay, why not, shirl Yon't chrouble your 
self wi' yosh mattcherah. 

Art. I doubt I trouble you, sir, with tedious dis- 
courses. 

Bar. Oh I no, shir ; ye'y are ve'y good^ ingeed. 
I never heardg a parshon chalk sho well in a pul- 
pit, and I hear 'em shomechimes. 

Aii. Don't you go always to church, sir 1 

Bar. Yesh, shir I but we lawyesh are sho em- 
ploy'd all the week, y'at we may be excuah'd if we 
chake a nap a Sunday at a shermon. 

Art. You should not neglect the business of your 
soul, air. 

Bar. No, chruly, sir, but we have a great yeale 
of business, a great yeale of business. 

Art. I do believe ao, sir ; therefore 1 don't know 
how I can with any confidence beg the. favour of 
you to be one of my executors. 

Bar. yesh, shir 1 I'll find a chime for yat, I 
wayant you. Pray, employ me, shir ! 

Art. Thank you, good sir ! I will endeavour to 
reward yaur trouble. 

• Qt. Morals I 
.2 12 
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Bar. 0, good shir ! what yon pleaae. I shall be 
glad of any choken of your lova 

Art. I nave drawn up some heads of a will. 

Bar. Yoa have y'one miehchy wishely, shir. 

jiti. Will you please to look over it, sir, aa also 
some deeds of my estate, whilst I lay roe down, 
fori am vetyfaintl Shall I borrow your bed, sir! 

Bar. Ay, with all my heart ! Lushiuda, girl 1 

EnUr LuciNDA. 

Lae. Hnsbsndl 

Bar. Why gee come wi'out a godly book in yonr 
hand, when you know how hesh inclin'dl [AMe. 

Luc I ha' none ; you must lend me one ont of 
yonr study. 

Bar. I ha' none in my shtudy — ne've hadg one in 
my life ; we lawyesh yead no yivinichy, — Buy 
one I — [Aside.]— Come, chake yiah poo genkleman, 
and lay him upon our bedg, and cover him wann, 
and shit by him, and, gee hear! chalke goly to him. 
HeBh making his will ; you yont know how yo umay 
win upon him.— [Aside.] — Pray, shir, go in ! and 
I'll go cho my shtudy, and comechee in a minute. 

Art. Pox o' thy hast* ! — [Aside.]— Tm in no 
haate, sir ; take your time I 

Bar. No, no, I won't shtay, ehir. But, pray, let 
roe lead you, for you are very weak. 

Art. Oh no, air ! 

Bar. Pray, shir, let roe ! 

[Exit Art., led bp Bar. and Lue. 

Seem continues. 

EtUer CK/iJBFr. 
Craf. What new larum's this 1 And Vm enquir'd. 
after to be made an ass on ; and sent on some silly 
errand, and so shan't come at my mother to night. 
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Pox ! m lia' none o' these foolish doinKS. I'll get 
oat o' the way ; and now I think on't, I )1 hide mj 
self in thia room. Hoir now, the door's shut ; 

there's somebody in the room, sure 1 I'll peep ! 

I'm shot I'm shot I'm shot ! — 

[Throtei himself down and raves. 

Bitter FoDBSTA, Doctor, Captain of the Militia, 

SOLDIKKS. B&KKl^YSR first. 

Br. What'a the matter t what's the matter 1 
what's the news t 

Craf. I'm shot, I'm shot, Fm shot ! 

£r. Guard, guard, guard 1 traiu-bands, Podesta, 
Podesta, come hither all quickly I 

Pod. Rleas us I what's the matter t 

Br. Your son's kill'd 1 

Pod. My son kill'd t 

Craf. I'm shot I'm shot I'm shot ! 

Pod. Oh! where, where, where, poor child 1 

poor boy. 

Craf. To the very soul, to the very soul ! 

Pod. Oh I my poor boy, my poor boy ! who shot 
thee, and where are the murderers t 

Dr. Who should, but the associatii^ bully Tories % 

Craf. Ay, ay ! aissociators, associators ! 

Pod., Dr., £t. Oh! rogues! vOlains I 

Oraf. A whore and a rascal are associated in that 
room ; I mean, your wife and Florio are there 
join'd in one close abominable bond of lewdness, 
and cuckold you, aa if they were to be hang'd if 
they did not despatch it in a minute. The sight 
has shot me to my soul, my soul ! 

Pod. How, sirrah ! have you invented such a 
notorious sham as this, to set me at variance with 
my wife, and with my friend t and to buzz me 
with domestic confusions, that I might not ha' my 
bndns at liberty for the public 1 Is it possible i 
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Dr. Sirrah, you are a traitorly rogue ! 

Craf. I'll call you as much out of your name, 
sirrah : you are a doctor of divinity I 

Br. Sirrah, you are an associating Tory I 

Craf. Sirrah, you are an hermaphrodite ! com- 
pounded of two sexes, verse and prose, and en- 
gender with neither. 

■ £r. Sirrah, I make better verses than your self ; 
and verses is all that you are good for. I make 
officers and jury-men, and evidences, and pictures, 
and poppets, and as good verses as you into the 
bargain. I made your father what he is, that you 
are an ungrateful fellow to be thus saucy with me. 

Pod. Come, sirrah, you are a notorious parricide 1 
and plot with traitors against your own fether. 

Craf. Father, you are an abominable cuckold ! 
and plot with him that makes you one, against 
your own son. I will swear Florio is in that 
room aboard your vessel and stealing all your 
customs ; and here you stand upon the key, and 
let him. 

Pod. I will break open the door to shew thou 
art a rascal. 

Br. Are you madi Is not this a plain sham- 
plot 1 Here are either traitoi's or treasonable 
papers, and they will be found and laid to your 
charge. 

Pod. You speak with a great deal of prudence ; 
and I'll guard the door with my life, for my honour 
is co&cem'd. 

Craf. Your honour is concem'd, for you're made 
a cuckold. 

Pod. The honour of my loyalty is concem'd ; for, 
sirrah, you would make a traitor of me, that you 
might hang me and get my estate. 

Craf. I will call a guard ! Break open the door, 
and shew that you are a cuckold ; the doctor. 



ciq mod t, Google 



CITY POLITICKS. 181 

bricklayer, a couple of pimps. And I see a guard 
go by. Guard ! guard ! guard ! — Treason! treason ! 
treason ! 

Pod. Nay, then, Militia ! militia ! mititia I keep 
this door here. Treason I treason 1 

Ci-af. Why, who the Devil's able to bear this 1 
Give me a pike 1 I'll force my way in. 

Pod. Nay, then, give me a pike ! 

Oi'af. Oh ! cuckold, cuckold ! wittal, wittal I 

Pod. Oh ! unnatural monster ! 

Dr. VUlain ! 

Br. Tory! 

Pod. Hold, gentlemen I I have considered of it 
Because this fellow is ao insolent and positive, and 
may report to the world I hinder truth from com- 
ing to light, to clear the honour of my self, my 
wife, and my friend, I will open the door in the 
presence of you all, and you shall see what's there ; 
and so, genUemen, all bear witness. 

Br. You shall not open the door. 

Pod. I will I 

Bt. You shall not ! 

Dr. He shall ! ■ Break open the door I 

Pod. Break open the door ! 

Elder Bartoline. 

Bar. What ! are you all madg 1 are we in Beglam 
here 1 you a magishchrate, and shuffer shuch dish- 
orgersh as yeeh in you housh 1 you may be asham'd ! 
if ye ha' no yegard cho your own cregit, ha' some 
pitchy on a poo genkleman almost mureer'd by the 
noish you make ; your own friend, Miahe Fiona 
Pod. Florio ! why, where is he ) 
Bar. Upon my bedg, giving up the ghosht. 
Dr. So, sirrah ! and you say he is in this room t 
Craf. Giving up the ghost upon that old fellow's 
bedl 
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Bar. Now the sham plot's plain. 

Graf. Then h'as given up the ghost, and I saw 
hiB ghost in this room. 

Pod, And has my wife given up the ghost too, 
sir? 

Craf. I don't know ; but if they were ghosts, 
they were the lewdest ghosts that ever I saw, 

Bt. Come, sirrah, coufess your rogueries ! 

Craf. What rogueries 1 Is it treason to be mad 1 
If he be there, my wits are not here ; I'm crack'd, 
and there's an end. 

Bar. Sho, shcolding again? I shuppose he'll 
conshiger your shivilitiesh in hish will, which he ie 
now a making. [Eat. 

Pod. So, air, we shall lose all our legacies through 
your roguery 1 come, ask him pardon on your knees I 

Br. I'm cruel afraid hell die before we come. 
Let's go quickly, quickly ! 

Pod. Come all away softly for fear of disturbing 

Mr Florio softly, softly ! \Extvnt Omna. 

Florio and BosAURA coming out of the room where 
ikey were hid. 

Flo. Ha !' gone ! this was good fortune ; away to 
thy chamber, my dear J 

Bos. And do you go home ! [Exeuut. 

Enter AbjaUj. 
■ Art. Pox ont ! my pretty opportunity is cast 
away in a storm ; I must make t'other voyage. I 
veature boldly into the dominion of these arbitrary 
rogues, who have a strange absolute authority over 
their own consciences, in lying and swearing ; but 
love, love, love ! [Eicit. 



Bar. Gone away in disbconcbent t 
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Lac. No, but in great pain; he said his head 
vaa torn in pieces. 

Bar. Well, I shall be no loosher ; h« knowsh 
'twash not my fault. Come, way, girl ! 

\Ema^ Bar. and Luc. 
Br. Now I'll see what's in this house. Fellow- 
soldiers, guard me in, and have a care o' me ! 

[Exetmt Br. atid Soldiers. 

Elder Waiting Woman. 



Worn, My lord ! my lady's extremely discompos'd 
nth the fright she bad about your lordship, and 
legs there may not be so much noise ; it almost 



kills 

Pod. Poor, kind heart, where is she 1 

Worn. In her chamber, upon her bed. 

Pod. So, sir I and you said she was in this room. 

Craf. Well, I'm m^d 1 and there's an end. 

Pod. Tell her there shall be no noise made. 

Eater Bricklayer ami Soldiers. 

Br. There's nothing in tliis room. 

Pod. Nothing 1 

Bt. Nothing ! 

Dr. What do you say to this, sirrah 1 

Craf. That thuu art an ass to talk to a madman ! 
for my wits ha' given me the slip all o' the sudden, 
I don't know how nor which way. 

Pod. Truly, I'm convinc'd he says true, and my 
heart's ready to break. 

Br. I am partly o' that mind; for in the room 
is no sign of a sham-plot. 

Jh. He does look wildly, that's the truth on't. 

Pod. He's mad, he's mid ! and I ha' lost my child, 
my dear child, my poor child I 

Craf. Well, well, poor father ! don't take on so 1 
My wits are not gone far ; they'U come again, I 
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vamnt 'em, for I don't know who the Devil will 
entertain 'em ; they were mad sort o' wits, and they 
are as mad that entertain a poet's wits. 

Pod. Oh I curee, curse on poetry ! that ever I 
should let thee meddle with it, my poor boy. 

Craf. Nay, prithee, father, don't take on thus ! 
thou'lt make me cry too. 

Pod. I'm BO griev'd, that I will eat, drink, and 
sleep, and never mind what becomes o' the world. 

Bt. Fy, fy I you won't be so wicked as that. 

Pod. Wherefore should I trouble my self, when 
I have no body to inherit my labours ) 

Br. You ha' friends enow; the doctor, and I 
another. 

Pod. Puh ! a child's above all. Don't we see old 
politicians venture their necks for half a child, a 
changeling % And I have lost a boy worth millions ; 
and so I'll enjoy my self 'till my heart breaks, and 
there's an end. 

Br. Come, come, leave off this ! 
■ Pod. No ; I remember a saying of a wise maa : 
Who plays the knave t' enrich hia son, a fool. 
Is like a fox that ventures for a prey, 
To bury it in some poor dirty hole, 
And feed an idle iog that trots that way : 
The beast is torn with fruitless pain and care. 
And hang'd at last to make his foe hia heir. 
I shall play the knave, and be hang'd for a mad 
son, and so hare a Tory — beg my estate I no, no, 
no ! [Ikat. 

Bt. Let's after him ! and get him out of this 
huiBOur. [SxeutU. 
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Act the Fifth. 

Scene — the House. 

Enter Artall. 

Art. I am strangely taken with this sweet young 

creature I 'tis bo pleasant to drink at such a fresh 

spring, which never brute defil'd, or muddied. This 

old fellow IB but a witber'd tree, that shades it ; 'tis 

so much wbolesomer to love it than the sopliisti- 

cated beauties o' this town, which sicken and kill an 

intrigue in few days. Ha I where's my gown and 

capt 1 came in such amorous haste, I Kirgot my 

sidi-dress, and I shall not be able to act my sick 

part without it ; but I ha' no patience to go back 

for't now Here she comes ! 

Elder Lucinda, 
My dear ! where'a the old devil that would hinder 
our happiness^ old tempter I will not call him. 
iuc. I will not tell you. 
Art. But you do. 
Luc. What! 

Art. That he's abroad, your smilea Bay it ; those 
birds would be gone, if .that winter were here^ 
They say he won't come home a great while, 
Lvc. You are a witch, I think. 
Art. We'll lose no time, 

Imc. Fie ! fie ! you must not' do such things as 
these. 

F^ier Bartoline and Me Clebk. 
CI. O fdrj here's a gentleman kissing my mis- 
tresB. 

Bar. Howt 

Lvc dear ! my husband I 
Art. Sirrah, you lie ! unsay't again, or you aM 
a dead rogue, ■ 
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CI. No, no, sir ; ^on did not indeed, sir ; T mis- 
took ! Tbis is the sick gentleman, Mr Florio. 

Bm: How ! a shick man kish my wife f 

Art. No, DO, I am not the sick man. 

Bar. What are you yen I Call shomebody, cho 
sheize the rogue. 

Art. Yes, yea, I am the sick man 1, don't 

know what I am, a pox ! 

Bar. Yesh, yeah, I know what you are, a rasdi- 
cat ! and you choo have abus'd me, a yamn'd rogue 
and ehlut. 

Bar. why do you geny your shelf yen 1 

Art. Sir, I was afraid you might be jealous, be- 
cause I was whispering in your lady's ear, my 
lungs being weak. 

Bar. Your lungsh weak, and huff, and rant like 
a bully 1 Ah ! you are a rogue. 

Art. That was only a sudden blast of zeal for 
your good lady's reputation and mine ; 'twill shor- 
ten my days. I faa'n't above a month to live, and 
I have spent a fortnight's breath before-hand. 

Bar, Oh ! you rascal ! have I catch'd you in 
your chricksh 1 ha' you sherv'd mo shush J 

ArL Why do you censure so rashly t I appeal 
to your lady. 

Bar. Make a partchy judge t no, you have feed 
her too well, cho let her bechray her caush. 

LtuL You wrong me extremely. 

Bar. I wrong'd my shelf, cho entcher incho 
bondsh of marriage, and cou'd not perform coven- 
ant«h. I might well hinke you wou'd chake the 
forfeychure of the bond, and I never found equicby 
in a bedg in my life. Sut I'll trounce you boh ! I 
have pav'd jailsh wi' the bonesh of honester people 
jen you are, yat neve' did me nor any man any 
vrong, but had law o' yeir shydsh, and right o' 
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yeir ehTdsh, but cause yey had not me o'yeii 
ebydah, I ha' boggar'd 'em, 'thrown 'em in iailish, 
and got yeir eshchatah for my clyenteh, yat had no 
more chytle to 'em yen dogah. 

jiri. And were you a good man in that t 

Bar. I wash a good lawyer, and sho you shall 
find cho your cosht ; we'in ylsh twelvemonth you 
shall not be worth a groatch. 

Art. Oh ! I have two good a title to what I 
have. 

Bar. Chytle 1 I value you not your chytle. 
Beggareh ha' not eho many chrickeh cho make 
shorsh in yeir bodyeeh ash we have cho make 'em 
in chytlesh. But I'll chell you what, 1 1! draw you 
up an exshelleut chytle cho the jail ; and if you 
have any children, I'll ahettle it upon you and 
your heirefa for ever ; a jail shall be the sheat of 
your family. Od eha' me, if any brishke rogue 
wou'd cut hish 'hroat neatly and privately, yat 
nothing might appear against him but shircnm- 
BhanseBh, I'd bring him ofi', proviged it be not a 
shimple rogue, yat wantsh money. [A^e. 

Art. At this rate, your wife shall be never the 
better for the settlement you have made upon her. 

Bar. No ! no more than I am the betcher for the 
shettlement the priesht hash made of her upon me, 
the Devil chake him for hish painsh. Wou'd I 
cou'd find a fiaw in't ! 

Ari. Now thou makest me angt7, thou ungrate- 
fill knave ! suppose she and I have ainn'd, hast thou 
got an estate in the Devil'a service, and wou'dst 
thou hinder his 

Bar. Oh ! you impngent whore-mash cher. 

Art. Sirrah, you nave made more whores than 
ever I did. 

Bar. I make whorsh t 

Art. Yes, thou hast debauch'd whole families by 
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beg^ring 'em ; made fathers and mothers bawds to 
their own daughters, to earn that bread thou hast 
cheated 'em of 

Bar. You lie, you liel but if I have, I only 
follow'd my trade. 

Jri. Well, and it may be my trade is whoring, 
and I'll follow that. 

Bar. Follow it wi' your own commoditchyesh 
then, and don't meggle wi' mine. 

Art. No more I ha' not; your clerk is a lying 
fellow, and your lady a virtuous young woman, 
and my near kinswoman; and since you abuse her, 
I'll take her into my protection; come, cousin! 

Bar. Oh, brave rogue ! he chaksh away my wife 
before my faysh. Sirrah, I'll ha' forty actionsh on 
you back preshently. 

Art. Then in a little time I will have forty 
sworda at your throat ; French swords. I'll let in 
the enemy, and cut the throats of such rogues as 
you, who abuse your trade, and, like bo many 
padders,* make all people deliver their purse thi^ 
ride in the road of justice. Better be mid by the 
swords of gallant men thau the mercenary tongues 
of such rascals as you are. 

Bar. Bear witnesh ! chreashon, chreashon, hor- 
rible chreason ! 

Art. I defy thee ! Do thy worst ! I am Florio, 
prince of Whiga, never without a chosen life- 
guard of jurymen, with brazen conscience, proof 
against oaths, like bucklers against arrows. So 

come away, cousin ! Now will this rogue fall on 

Florio. [Exeunt Art. and Lm. 

Bar. Oh, impugent, yamn'd rogue I Shirrah, be 
sure yon yemember all yish chr^shou ; ha' you a 
good memory t 

CI. Yes, sir. 

* Padders, or rum-padden : — HighwajnieD. 



ciq mod t, Google 



CITY POLITICKS. 189 

Bar. I mean a ferchile memory ; will a Tiing 
grow in it. 

CI. I'll remember enough to hang Florio, I'll 
warrant him. I'll remember all he said. 

£ar. And more choo. And becaush the rogue 
ninth away wi' my wife, he'll plead I proshecuto 
him ont o' malish ; sho, if no body Bwearesh against 
him, but you and I, the rashcal may come off ; 
yerefore, we musbt loofe out for an evidensh or 
choo more. Go cho shome able atchnmey, they 
are acquainched with 'em all. — I'll look out for 
ehome my shelf, — and run for Lord Chief Jush- 
chishesb warrant cho apprehend yish rashcal. (ro 
quickly, quickly I [Exeuni Bar., CI. 

Scene eonlinves. 

Enter PoDESTA, Eosauea, Florio, Doctor, 
Bricklayer, 

Ros. Impudent, lying, perjur'd villain ! accuse me 
of being a secret strumpet ) 

Flo. And me of being your gallant? I'm in a 
fine condition to be a gallant to a fair lady. 

Bos. All's one ! Malice will believe it, and I, 
though innocent, shall live in reproach. 

Flo. Not long, madam, not above a week ; my 
doctor has confess'd to me I shall die some day 
next week, and then I suppose this story will die 
too. 

Fod. How I are you to die next week ) 

Flo. Yes ! a great lady will call for me, the only 
lady in the world I have an intrigue withal. 

Pod. What lady ) 

Flo. The moon, my lord, the moon ! she has an 
intrigue with my body, and never puts on new 
cloatns but at my cost : she means to be very fine 
about Thursday come sevennight, that is to sajr, in 
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the fuU ; and then the world will see if my batik- 
Tupt body be able to cany on such a trade. 

Jios. AH'b one, sir I if yon were dead, malice 
won'd live and entertain censure. 

Pod. Well, eveatheart, as long as I don't enter- 
tain it, you need not be troubled. 

Bos. I confess, if I have the comfort of yonr 
love 

£t. You have, you have, woman ! don't make 
more fiddle faddle than needs, and hinder us Irom 
business of consequence. 

Pod. Sweetheart, no body takes a degree in my 
university, but they perform their exercises, which 
you two have done. I have had experience of 
your virtues, and pronounce you both innocent. 
All the ahame and grief is mine, that my only son, 
the pillar of my family, is crack'd or rotten, mad 
OF a knave : I say he is mad. 

Dr. I say he is a suborn'd rascal 

Br. I'm o' the doctor's mind. 

Pod. I'll give you an unanswerable reason to the 
contraiy. 

Dr. What's that T 

Pod. I never discover'd it, not so much as in the 
boy's face, and I'll see through such a boy as he, 
as plain as through a new-laid egg. The oldest 
face shall no more cheat me, than old coin does an 
antiquary. 

Dr. And what am H an owl 1 

Pod. I don't say you are. 

£r. You two will kindle again. 

Pod. No I the boy shall decide the diff'rence. I 
ha' sent for him ; here he comes. 

Enter Servants ia& Crafft. 

Oraf. This woman is a whore, and I was in the 

right [Aside. 



ciq mod t, Google 



CITY PouncKa. 191 

Pi3d. What say you now % Does not the miul- 
jnati peep through all his looks and geEtnrest 
Dr. I'll examine him Sirrah I 

Craf. Hold your prating damn'd whore ! 

[Aside. 

Pod. De'e see t stark mad I 

Dr. Who suboru'd you to accuse your mother 
of being prostitute to Florio % 

Craf. Who subom'd you to accuse the title of 
Doctor of Divinity, of being a prostitute to such 
an ignorant ass 1 

^. Sirrah! I am a scholar, and you are an 
ignorant, saucy, pragmatical rascal. 

Craf. Nay, if rogue and rascal be Latin and 
Gree^ thou art the best scholar in Chrietendom, 
for no man liTing is so verst in those languages. 

Dr. When I use those languages, I, liie Adam, 
give every beast its proper name. 

Craf. And vhen I call thee i^orant coxcomb, I 
give thee no other name than thy own sermons do. 
That thou art an insolent fool, is the only true 
doctrine thou preachest. 

Pod. Is he mad, or no 1 

Br. He is more knave than fool. Sirrah, don't 
you abuse the doctor. 

Craf. How do I know he's a doctor 1 We have 
only his word for it, nor that neither when he 
preaches. 

Br. Sirrah, I'll hang you ! 

Craf. Ay, thou art a doctor at that. 

Dr. Ay, and of divinity too, you impudent 
rascall 

Cruf. Where did you take your degree — in 
Beai^rdent 

Dr. In a leam'd university, sir. 

Craf. r the University of Coffee-houses, the 
University of lies, where, if any one speaks truth, 
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the Univeraity forfeits its charter. There thou'rt 
a doctor, and the bricklayer priacipal felloir of a 
college. 

Br. Don't you meddle wi' me, you malapert boy 
you ! llie greatest lords and politicians of the 
kingdom, of our party, won't be so aaucy wi' me 
as you are, but court me, and are proud o' me, and 
depend upon my counsel and countenance. 

Craf. Depend upon thy countenance ! They 

have ft foolish dependence Damn'd, confounded 

woman! great with a rascal, — [Aside.l — Gnaw'd 
with diseases, 'till he's as venomous as a chaw'd 

bullet, and refuse me Jilt, 111 make her great 

with me. 

Pod. You see what salleys o' madness he has. 
Graffy ! But to what purpose should I speak to 
him ) CraSy, if you have any understanding, say 
whether you saw your mother in the garden-house 
wi' Florio, or not ! 

Craf. Why should I swear that 

Pod. Look upon her I 

Craf. She's the handsomest woman in the world ; 
what breasts she has ! 

Pod. The handsom'st woman ! what's that to 
business 1 Is not this distraction, gentlemen ? 
Answer to the question. Did you see her in the 
garden-house with Florio I 

Craf. T\\ see her there with me, or V\\~ — 
l^Aeide.'] — Hark you, gentlewoman, you know I saw 
you there I I have three witnesses to swear it ; 
meet me there, I'll bring you off ! \^Aiide. 

Bos. Yoiir witnesses are perjur'd rascals, and you 
are an ass, who abuse me just now I'm coming to 
have more inclination to you thau my conscience 
will admit of. 

Craf. Sa/st thou so 1— [.^«t(fe]— I did not see 
her there ; I did not. 
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Pod. Then thou art mad. 

Craf. Will you meet me there t [j4side. 

Eos. PerhapB I may, if you'll be civO. 

Craf. Delicate rogue 1 yiside.] — Now I swear I 
did not see her there, but that damn'd rascal I did 
see there : an impudent, rotten fellow, that has never 
a sound bit about him of hie own, but is inlaid 
like a cabinet : that he should dare to kiss and 
embrace such a delicate woman as my mother 
there. 

Pod. Why, did he 1 

Craf. Did he 1 ay, a hundred times, 1 saw him ; 
a rascal ! 

Pod. And yet juat now you said she was not 
there. 

Bog. How now i Was I there t 

Craf. I forgot my self [Aside.] — No faith, 

she was not there. 

Pod. How could he embrace her then 1 

Craf. In his fancy. I saw her in his fancy, as 
plain as cou'd be ; he has a huge fancy for her. 

Pod. Fancy I Lord help thee, boy, thou hast 
strange fancies ; take him away, he's a sad sight 

take him away, or I'll break my heart. Lock 

him up I 

Craf. Lock me up? how shall I come at my 
mother then % Now I think on't, I have a pick- 
lock in my pocket. [Exeunt Serv. and Craf. 

Flo. He's far gone ! 

Pod. I think my judgment is to be relied upon. 

Fh. I wish in his madness he had not torn my 
good reputation, the only image of a man we ought 
to venerate, 

£r. I wou'd have no body's picture preserv'd 
but the doctor's. 

Flo. Nor 1 1 Well, I have news to tell you from 
another world : the very devils have more care of 

2 , 13 
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UB than our pretended friends have. A spirit 
appear'd to a country maid, and told her Naples 
wou'd be burnt on this night, if care waB not 
taken. 

Pod. la it possible I Where is the maid 1 

Flo. In the country ! she was coming to town, 
fell ill by the way, so she has sent the story to the 
Viceroy by the post. 

Pod. And what says he 1 

Flo. He laughs at it. 

Dr. He's a fine fellow ! 

Bt. He's in the right. Why the Devil wou'd not 
the spirit come post himself, but dehver a message 
of this consequeuce to a silly country gossip 1 The 
Devil who never employs any but tops of spirits, 
he's not fit to be a DeviL I'll justify it. 

Pod. How do you know 'twas a Devil 1 May be 
'twas the soul of some of our friends. 

Br. Let it be whose soul it will, I say the soul 
was a fop. I think people, when they are dead, 
turn Tories ; they never say one wise word, nor 
ever come into any wise company. I'll go put all 
the town in arms ! [Exit Br. 

Br. I'll go wl' you ! I dare not stay in any house. 
[Exit Dr. 

Pod. I dare not stir out o' mine. 

Enler a Servant conducting Pietbo, who is disguis'd 
like a Spaniard o' guality. 

Serv. My lord ! here is a great gentleman says he 
must needs speak with your lordship presently, 
about affairs ftiat concern your self. 

Fad. Look to me, for I know not what he is. 

Piet. My lord, I must beg leave to whisper you. 

Pod. You may, sir ; but I must also beg leave to 
use caution. 'These are dangerous times ; some 
men ha' been almost whisper'd out o' their necks. 
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Piet. I come from the Viceroy ! he is sensible of 
your great parts and interest, and desires to speak 
wi' you presently ; and if you will be his friend, he 
offers you your own terms, for honour, profit, and 
greatness. 

Fod. Ha ! is it come to this ? I like this 

Sir, I'll go ! 

Piet. A chair waits for you at the door ; he de- 
sires this intrigue may be manag'd with ail secrecy 
'till 'tis well settled. 

Pod, 'Twill be best He's a wise man. Mr 

Florio, I'm call'd away about matters of very great 
importance. I must take my leave. 

Jios, 0' this time o' night, my lord 1 

Pod. It must be. 

Bos. Wou'd the nation were settled once, that 
we might enjoy one another. 

Pod. It may be very speedily. Good night ! 

Flo. Good night, madam ! 

Pod. You going, too, Mr Florio 1 Are you well 
enough 1 

Flo. All's one, my lord ; my good name is the 
child of a sick man, seldom sound, never thought 
to be so. I must be tender of it. Good night, 
madam I come, my lord, I'll see you in your 

Pod. No, no ! 1 cannot stay for your dreaming 
pace : I'm in haste. 

Flo. Pray, my lord I 

Pod. I cannot stay, I cannot stay ; good night, 
good night I [Exit Pod., Pietro. 

Flo. Ha ! ha ! ha ! how greedily this fool swal- 
lows the bait Is the room, that must pass with 
him for the court, and secure him 'tiU his homa be 
grown, so drest he cannot know it to be one in his 
own house 1 

Ros. That was my care. 
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Flo. You Bee my man's new furniture has cheated 
him. 

Ros. So Bhall the rcxHn. 

Flo. Then we may securely hoist sail for the 
haven of love. All the mud that barr'd it up we 
have convey'd away, and I will come a shore ou 
these white clifis, aud plant my heart there for 
ever. 

Eos. Do so I and I'll promise thee the happineaa 
aud wealth I gain by the residence of my prince 
shall not make me ungratefully factious. Be true 
to me, and I'll be most loyal to the«. 

Fh. Then well be the happiest pair in the whole 
world. [Exeunt. 



Enter PlETRO, conducting the PODESTA wUh 
cei'enumy. 

Piet. My lord, you are very welcome to court ! 

Pod. Your most humble servant, sir ! 

Pkt. Take not your private reception ill, for few 
or none are entrusted with this intrigue ; 'tis a 
great State secret ; and great honours, to my know- 
ledge, are desigu'd you ; no less than the high office 
of Lord Treasurer. 

Pod. Lord Treasurer % 

Piet. Sir, I speak what I know ; 'twill be' some 
time before you come to it ; and the Viceroy will 
expect you sacrifice to hini the doctor, bricUayei, 
Florio 

Pod. Ay, and my father, too, if he were alive ; 
he shou'd hang 'em all. Lord "Treasurer ! 

Piet. I hope, my lord, you won't refuse some 
oatha and 

Pod. Nothing ! I'll refuse nothing, air, for such 
honour as this. Lord Treasurer ! 
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Put. ni acquaint his highness with yoar arrival. 
Yon must be willing to suffer some attendance, the 
common affliction of all courtiers. 

Pod. I'll do, or suffer any thing for so much 
glory as this Lord Treasurer ! 

put. Your humble servant, my lord ! [Exii Piet. 

Pod. Your most humble servant, sir. Lord 
Treasurer ! to what grandeur am I rising 1 Some 
of the court are coming. 

A noise of picking Ihf. lock, and enter Crapfy. 

Craf. So, I ha' got out o' my prison. 

Pod. Craffy in court ! 

Graf. So, I have shot back the lock admirably, 
and got out of prison. My father I but why ahou'd 
I be afraid of him t He thinks me mad, and will 
be afraid o' me. 

Pod. What a notable boy is this ! I thought he 
was mad, and he has more wit than my self; has 
climVd to preferment before me; I always said this 
boy had nimble parts. Son ! 

Craf. My lord I 

Pod. You are surpris'd to see me in court. 

Craf. In court t 

Pod. I am much surpris'd to see your wit, which 
) subtlely disguis'd your policy ander pretended 



Craf. Pohcy ! Am I grown from a madman to 
a politician 1 

Pod. Well, I am proud o' thea Father and son, 
both favourites I o' my word, we shall be a great 

family. Well what says the Viceroy to thee ■ 

o' mel 

Craf. Viceroy! 

Pod. Ay, and how art thou in with the Vice- 
Queen! 

Craf. Vice-Queen I 
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Pcd. Ay, for women have great power in all 
courts. Did'st not thou now come out of the Vice- 
Queen's side ! 

Craf. Out of her side ! 

Pod. Her side, that is, her part o' th' court 

her apartments ; thou think' et I' m a raw courtier^ 
no, sir, I know court phrases. 

Craf. My dirty hole 1 the Vice-Queen'a apartment I 

Pod. Why art so shy to thy brother courtier 1 
I'm thy brother courtier now. 

Craf. Now wou'd I give ten pounds to know which 
of us two is mad. If I were sure he were mad, I'd 
run and beg him presently ; but the danger is lest 
I be beg'd my self. 

Pod. Thou art close wi' me, but I'll be open with 
thee. I have sold all the Whigs, and my self into 
the bargain ; and what dost think the court gave 



i place. I am to be 
Lord Treasurer, hoy! so the Whigs are all to go to 
pot, and the court to win the game, boy, which they 
had done long since, if they had put one black rook 
into the bag where they put me. But the game's 
their own in getting me; they'll pick up t'other 
men apace ; the doctor's a desperate black knight, 
skips over rooks, bishops, nay, the queen her self, 
and checks the King, but he'll be snap'd. 

Craf. Why do you call the doctor a knight 1 

Pod. Because a knight's notch'd in the crown, 
and the doctor's a little crack'd there ; but he and 

. all the Whigs will be snap'd And hey then, up 

we go ! \Sings and dances. 

Craf. Father! 

Pod. Child! 

Craf. The Lord bless thee and deliver thee frcan 
poetry, for thou art a sad sight. 
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Pod. Ha ! a noiBe ! the court assaulted ! I am 
cruelly afraid the Whigs ha' made some attempt 
upon the court, and got the better, then frtll they 

catch me in court, and hang roe for a turn-coat 

hide, boy, hide ! 

Cfaf. Yet cannot I tell which of na is mad, or 
where I am. \ExejirU Pod. and Craf. 

Enter Governor, a Guard, Doctor and Brick- 
layer, prisoners, Porter of the Podesta's house. 
Gov. Friend, you were best confess where your 

lord is, before I break open any more doors, for if 

I jind him in the house, after your denial of him, I 

will punish you. 

Port. Indeed, if it please your highness, he never 

came home since he went abroad with a strange 

gentleman. 

Gov. Your lady you say's a bed, and will not bo 

disturb'd. 
Port. I must disturb her, if it be your pleasure ; 

but she has forbid any person coming near her 

chamber. 

Enter Podesta and Crapfy peeping. 
Pod. The Governor o' th' city here I then the 
Whigs are worsted, and I'll shew my self. 

Craf. The Governor here ! then this is the 

Pod. My lord! 

Gov. D'ye see, sirrah 1 your master's in the first 
room I come in. 

Port. I did not know it, indeed, my lord. 

Gov. Secure the Podesta I 

Pod. Secure me ! 

Gov. Ay ! The Viceroy will endure your intoler- 
able disorders no longer. Arm the city at mid- 
night, and send your agitators to. disperse new 
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minted lies among 'em, the coin wherewith you 
raise all your forces. I have order to Becure you all. 

Dr. I fear you not ! 

.fir. I demand my Habeas Corpus ! 

Craf. How now, brother courtier t is this your 



Pod. Ha ! am I trepann'd 1 Wae this fair o* th' 
Viceroy to entice me to court with promises of 
. honours and prefermentB, and then secure me 1 

ffffp. The Viceroy entice you to court with pro- 
mises ) 

Pod. Yes I you had not seen me at conrt else. 

G(n>. Why, when did I see yon in court 1 

Pod. When I that's a strange question. Where 
am 1 now J 

Gov. That's a stranger question. Do you not 
know where you are ) Do you not know your own 
homel 

Pod. My own home ! Why, am I at home 1 

Gov. The man's mad ! 

Craf. Then the dispute's at an end ! My lord, 
I beg to be hia guardian. 

Pod. If I be at home, I have a fine trick played 
me, and by this ^ntleman. I am glad I have you, 
sir; pray, let him be aecur'd, and examin'd, sir. 
Where am I ) 

Enl& PlETRO. 

Piet. At hom^ sir ! 

Pod. At home ! And wherefore did you entice 
me out o' ray house, and after you have danc'd me 
to and fro, bring me home again, pretending you 
brought me to court % 

Gob. Confess, sir ! 

Craf. His periwig, and fUse beard, confess 
'tvrae that his master mi^ht make my Lord Trea- 
surer a cuckold for this is Florio's man 
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Pod. Florio's man ! Then his masteF is an im- 
postor, my wife a elut, and I'm a fooL 

Dr. And a knave, for I believe you went abroad 
with designs to betray us. 

Pod. I shan't infonn you, sir. 

Br. There's not an honest man in the world. 

Craf. Now, am I to be believ'd, or no 1 Sirrah, 
you pimp, where ha' you pim'd this couple to- 
gether 1 

Piei. In the next room. 

Oop. Force open the door ! 

The Scene is drawn. Flobio and RoSAXniA are dis- 
covet'd ^iag arm in arm. They offer to /y, and 
are atich'd. 

Craf. You villain !—— [^Drawt. 

Gov. T)iearm the fellow ! 

Pod. Yon strumpet t 

Craf. You jilt 1 

Dr. You rogue ! 

Br. Tory in masquerade ! 

Gov. Are you sick, eir i I'll know the state of 
yonr body. 

Pod. My wife can tell. 

Gov. There's another lady shall require a rack. 

Flo. That lady's a scurvy bedfellow. I'll spare 
her pains. 

Pod. Are you to die a Thursday come se'ennight 1 

Flo. I believe 't#ill be put off a little longer 
now. 

Craf. So you are a healthy rascal, are yon 1 

Flo. Why, truly, I find my self very finely well. 
I thank heaven, very well. 

Br. Oh, you shamming rascal 1 

Eos. Howl ha' you abus'd me thusi and are 
you an impostor t 
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Pod. And won'd jou abuse us, madam 1 and 
cheat us into a belief you did not know it t 

Eos. Do you believe I did 1 

Pod. Did not all our eyes see you arm in arm 1 

Bos. What o' tbatl I invoke heaven to wit- 
ness 

Pod. Away, you atnunpet ! 

Bos. Is it possible 

Pod. Never come near my bed or sight more. 

Ros. I invoke heaven to witness 

Pod. Whatt 

Ros. That thou shall never come near my bed or 
sight more. 

Pod. Oh, impudence I 

Bos. The impudence is yours. I modestly con- 
ceal'd your shame, and mine, and you won'd force 
me impudently to confess. 

Pod. Is it my shame that you are a strumpet 1 

Flo. Yea ! she is a true Whig, and has revolte.d 
from you, because you did not pay her nightly pen- 
sion well. 

Pod. I hope you have, sir. 

Flo. I won't say whether I have, or no. 

Pod. But I will say thou art a rascal. 

Flo. Vm an honester man than your self, and 
truer to my principles. You wou'd have left 'em 
for preferment ; I retain 'em. Our principles are. 
He is not to be regarded who has a right to govern, 
but he who can best serve the ends of government ; 
I can better serve the ends of your lady than you 
can, so I lay claim to your lady. 

Bos. And you have my consent. 

Flo. So, I have the voice of the subject too ; 
then you are my wife, and I'U keep you. 

Pod. Oh, brave Sir ! must this be 1 

Gov. Ask the law. I must do all things accord- 
ing to law. 
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Craf. Your servant. My Lord Treasurer, these 
are a fine crew, air. Here's the bricklayer, sir, a 
fine Privy Counsellor, is he not % he expects also 
every day to be a colonel ; he's already a colonel 
presumptive. 

Br. Very well. 

Graf. Here's the doctor, too, a fine divine, air. 

Dr. Sirrah, don't meddle with me ! 

Cra/. He applies himself very much to the Bible ; 
I mean, to kiss it. He prays much, so help him 
the contents o' th' Book, and they have helped him 
to many a pound, though they and^ he scarce ever 
saw one another. The Bible ia th'e only benefice 
he has, sir. 

Dr. Sirrah ! Ill have your ears. 

Craf. Never when yon preach, doctor. They 
are all very good men, never take Heaven's name 
in vain, that is, swear, and get nothing by it ; but 
to get your estate, or command, theyll swear your 
head off. 

Qm. That I believe. 

Graf. They are moderate drinkers o' wine, but 
will carouse water abundantly, for they'll drink 
your rivers, fish and all, and put your land into it 
for a toast, if you'll let 'em. And yet sometimes 
they have very narrow swallows ; they cannot 
down with a little Church ceremony, but they'll 
swallow Church lands, hedges and ditches. 

Gov. Well, my Lord Podesta, your ofBce the 
Viceroy and the Council will order to be manag'd 
by a wiser man. 

Pod. I wonnot part wi' my oflSce but by law. I 
have done nothing but by. the advice of able coun- 
sel Here he comes I 

Qtyv. That knave ! 
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Etiier Bartoline and (wo Witnesses. 

Pod. Counaellor Bartoline, will our charter jus- 
tify us t 

Bar. In what ) keeping a bawdy-housh % Your 
honah has been made a bawdy-housh, notch by 

me, but by Florio, your shicke shaint a yam'd 

rascal. 

Pod. I know it to my sorrow. But the question 
I ask is. Will our charter justify our arming against 
the Viceroy's leave ) 

Bar. I have chold you it will a hundred chymsh, 
and let the Vishroy do hish worsht. 

Gm!. How 1 Bring that knave to me ! 

Geni. Sir, the Grovemor o' th' city commands 
you to come to him. 

Bar. The Govenior here ! od' sha me, yen I'm 
ruin'd, I'm ruin'd 1 

Gov. Sir, did not the Viceroy retain you for his 
lawyer, and did not you send him the direct con- 
trary opinion 1 

Bar. Yesh, and pleaah your lordship, and I sent 
his highnesh chrue law. I only shcatcher'd chaff 
among these fellowsh cho catch 'em, caush I found 
'em arrant rashcalah ; and cho shew my loyalchy, I 
have drawn up articlsh of high chreason gainst 
'em, and you may hang 'em alL 

Dr. Wliat a rogue's nere I 

Br. This was you that understood mankind. 

Pod. I'll never pretend to it more. 

Bar. There yey are, shir 

Gov. Articles of high treason, with other high 
crimes and misdemeanours against Don Pedro, 
Duke of Osauna, Viceroy of Naples. How ! articles 
of treason against the v iceroy ) 

Bar. Oh I my lord, my loni, I ha' given you the 
wrong paper ; yat wash a paper I drew to delude 
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yeah rognesh. Pray, don't chabe advancbage of 
aD old rambling fellow. 

&W. An old bloodhound ! 

Ba/r. I beg your lordship's pardon on my kneesh. 

Qm. Oh ! sir, if the Viceroy were at a bar, 
you'd bring him upon hia knees. 

BaT. Ingeed, I am loyal, ehir. I have diecover'd 
a horrible plotch j 'one Florio has plotched cho 
open the gatesh, and letch in the French. 

Flo. How! 

ffw. What Florio f 

Bar. A debaush'd fellow, yat prechenda to be 
sbick, and godly; preachesh up and down for a 
benefish, yat is, any man'sh wife he likeah. 

Guv. Here's the man you speak of. 

Bar. Then I desire he may be apprehenged for 
high chreashon. I have choo witneehesh will 
shwear all yish upon him. 

Flo. What means the rascal % 

Bar. Yesh are the men. 

Oov. What countrymen are they t 

1 Wit. I am an Irishman ; I'm not asham'd o' 
my country. 

Om. What religion are you of) 

1 Wit. Hubbubbow ! ask an Irishman what re- 
ligion he is of; shertainly, if I be an Irishman, 
I'm a good Catholic. 

G<ye. Well, and what can you swear against 
Florio 1 

1 Wit, I'll sbwear he'sh a knave and a rascal, 
and a traitor, and hash been in a plot. 

Flo. What plot) 

1 WU. To kill all the town, and let in the 
French ; yeah, indeed. 

Flo. Kill aU the town by my self ! 

1 Wit. No ; I wash to have a toush and cobs to 
help tee. 
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Flo. Cobs ! what are those 1 

1 JFU. Pieshes of eight and I was to have 

ten hundred of 'em. 

Flo. To do what ) 

i fru. To let in the French, and make a tire in 
the town, and ciit all our troatsh ; yesh, indeed. 

Flo. All our troatsh ! wast thou to cut tby own 
throat ) 

Dr. Sir, we won't have our evidence baffled 

he means, all our throats dost noti 

1 H^it. Yesh, indeed all our throatsh. 

Fh. I'll swear I never saw this fellow's face be- 
fore in my life, 

1 fF'U. Hubbubbow ! tou hasht drunk above a 
tousand times ushquebah wi' me, to de carrying on 
of tish plot. 

Flo. Ushquebah ! what's that 1 

1 JFit. A brave liquor tat we have in Ireland ; 
tersh no such here ; I never shaw any here. 

Flo. How cou'd I drink it then ) 

1 trU. I don't know how tou could'st drink it, 
but tou hash drunk it above a toushand times, and 
a toushand. 

Gov. Come, come, sirrah I I doubt you are a vil- 
lain. 

I JFU. Hubbubbow ! tou talk'st hke an English 
ignoramus juryman ; wilt thou be an English 
heretique, and not believe an Irishman i 

Dr. Come, come, the fellow's an honest, simple 
fellow. 

1 fFU. Ay, by Shaint Patrick, am 1 1 

Dr. H'as discover'd a horrible plot, only wants 
expression. Is it possible, you rogiie, you 1 was this 
the meaning of all your canting, and deluding us, 
to lull us asleep whilst our throats are cut t 

Pod. Thou monster ! not only cuckold me, but 
cut my throat ? 
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Flo. 'Tis false ! 

Dr. 'Tis tru« ! 

Flo. 1 never saw the fellow before, 

Dr. I'll swear 1 have seen him with thee above 
forty timea. 

Oraf. And bo have I too I'll teach the rogae 

to lie with my mistresa. Ill hang him, if I can ! 
[Aside. 

Br. So the plot's prov'd, plainly prov'd. 

Flo. A plot to murder me is prov'd; but sure 
such a rascal as this who has sworn contradictions 
shall not be believ'd. 

Dr. He is a rogue and a traitor that do^ not 
believe every word he says, 



CI. Sir, I have catch'd Mr Florio here. 

Bar. What Florio t Art out of thy witah 1 

CI. The Florio that was to let in the French, and 
run away with my miatresa. I ha' catch'd 'em to- 
gether, and brought 'em. 

Bar. Thou art mad ! our evigensh has shworn 
againaht anoyer man. 

CI. Then your evidence is mad, and don't know 
what they swear. 

tri(. Sir, I know what I swear as well as you do, 
and know Mr Florio as well as any man. I liave 
known him this seven years, and know this man 
to be the true Florio, and a traitor that plotted to 
let in the French. 

CI. Then thou art a rascal, and bought ofT, for 
this is the true Florio, and a traitor that plotted 
to let in the French. 

Gov. Then thou art a rascal, and hired to be one, 
for I and all the town can swear his name is Artall, 

Cm/. Oh, the Devil ! all our plot's confounded. 
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Got. You Irishman, which do you say is the true 
Florio ) 

JTil. Tish ish de man I wash bid to shwear 



Gov. Bid to swear against 1 who hid you ! con- 
t'ese, or the rack shall make you ! 

^it. Oh ! preedee, do not wrack me, and I will 
confess. Tish Knave and I had shome acquaintansh, 
and sho I had shome occasionsh for money, and I 
borrow'd shome of him, and he had shome occa- 
sionsh for teshtimony, and sho I tought I wash 
oblig'd in shivihty to lend him shome teshtimony, 
and sho he bid me shwear againsh one Florio, and 
shaid bish was de man ; but if tou wilt forgive me, 
I'll shwear him off again. 

Oiiv. So, sirrah ! and who put you upon this 1 

fVU. An attorney, sir, employ'd, I suppose, by 
this counsellor. 

Dr. 0, notorious, mercenary rc^es ! who'll be- 
lieve such rogues aa they are t 

Bt. None but rogues. 

Gov. Juat now you said he was a rogue that 
wou'd not believe 'em. 

Dr. Ay, when they said the same things that I did. 
What I said was confirm'd by Craffy, a considerable 
young man, heir to a great estate, and of a spotless 
reputation ; no man can say the leaat against him. 

Gov. And what say you, Craffy 1 speak truth, if 
you mean to have your ears. 

Pod. Or any part o' my estate. 

Gov- Did you ever see this Irishman with Florio "t 

Craf. I only spoke in a little pasaion. I have 
some of the doctor's infirmities ; I'm paasiooate, 
and apt to swear in my pasaion. 

Flo. Be perjur'd in a passion % 

Dr. This fellow's the lying'st rogue in the nation, 
and has been so from his cradle. 
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Gov. Just now you eaid no man cou'd say tbe 
least against him. 

Br. Sham upon sham. 

Art My lord, I'll clear all. This young woman 
is my kinswoman, I, hearing she was married to 
that old man, brought to town, and lodg'd in a 
house which Flprio frequented ; she not knowing 
me, I took upon me Florio's name, and made ad- 
dresses to her, partly to divertiae my self, but 
chiefly to make trial of her virtue. The old man 
catch'd me in the act of courtship, grew jealous, 
and wou'd have abus'd his wife, which, to prevent, 
I took her from him ; he, to be reveng'd, hir'd 
witnesses to hang me for treason. 

£ar. I'll shwear he shpoke creashon ; but 'tish 
to no purpose, for now 'twill appear malish. 

Gov. To prison with 'em all ! 

Art. I beg your lordship to intercede with the 
Viceroy for the old man, for my cousin's sake, and 
command him to use her kindly. 

Gov. 1 shall consider of it. 

Bar. I hanke your lordship, but my heartsh 
broken. 

Br. Hang me, if you will ! Ill swear I'm mur- 
der'd by suborners and ehamplotters. 

Dr. And traitorly rogues. 

Art. Well said, doctor! thou wilt give titles in 
the last day of thy reign. 

Chv. The last day it shall be. The Viceroy and 
tiH of us will put an end to his absolute negative 
voice, his great power of degrading lords and dukes 
into rogues and rascals, if they wilt not purchase of 
him the confirmation of their titles, by capping to 
him ; nay, of deposing Rings, if they slight his 
councils. We will also dissolve all his privy coun- 
cil And 80, gentlemen, henceforward be wise, leave 

2 U 
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off the nev trade you have taken up of mana^ng 

State affaire, and betake your selves to the callinga 
fou were bred to, and underetaad. Be honest ! 
meddle not with other men's matters, especially 
with government; 'tie none of your right. In 
short, trouble not your eelves more than needs. 
Chiefly you married men, for all allow 
You married men have private pli^es enow. 
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SPOKEN BT MR LEE, IN THE CHARACTER OP 
BABTOLINB, THE OLD LAWYER. 

Unler a GENTLEMAN to BARTOLINB. 

1 6ent. Sir, I come to you from certnin worthy 
gentlemen, the world is pleased to call Whiga. 

Bar. Whiga t Sir, they are the props and pillara 
of the nation. 

1 Oetii. Sir, there is a poet has been bo bold as 
to write a play against 'em, in which several of 'em 
think themselves abused ; now, sir, they desire to 
know if they have not an action of slander i^inst 
the poet t 

Bar. Ay, ay, sir, he's a rascal. 

1 Geni. And may not have considerable damages 1 

Bar. Oh ! very considerable 

1 Gtrd. Here are two pieces. 

Bar. Two pieces 1 pretty indifferent damages 

1 believe they may have some damages. 

1 Qtni. Here's one great person thinks himself 
much abus'd, and has sent yoii twenty pieces. 

Bar. Sir, he shall have gieat damages; he shall 
trounce the poet — a rascal, to abuse great; persons. 

1 Gmt. I'll tell him. \_EHt 

Enter a seemd Gentleman. 

2 Oeni. Sir, I come to you from a person that 
wantfl your counsel, but he is a Bwingeing Tory. 
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Bar. Well, he'a ne'er tteworee man, provided he 
hae a svingeing purse. 

2 Qenl. Sir, ue hae writ a play againet faction, 
and Bome Whigs think themB^vea hit home is it, 
and they are bringing actions of slander against 
him, to punish him. 

Bar. Sir, if he has hit the Whigs home, he is a 
good marksman, for now they are all upon the 
wing, 

2 Gent. Sir, he desires to know whether there 
lyes an action of slander against him, or no ? and 
so, whether he had best compound the business iu 
time, or go through with it. 

Bar, Oh ! let him go through with it. 

2 Gent. And you wUl assist him % 

Bar. Ay, ay, in private. 

2 Geni. But he has no money; he must sue in 
forma pauperis. 

Bar. Forma pauperis ! Oh! damn'd rogue! does 
he abuse great men, and has he no money? Tell 
him I have coneider'd it, and I won't defend a 
slanderous rascal in abusing honest men. 

2 Gen. You said you would help liim through 
with it. 

Bar. Ay, through the pillory. A rascal without 
money, abuse great men, and then sue in forma 

pauperis! Come, the court is sat 1 must 

plead for the plaintiff. 

You learned, reverend judges in this place, 
I come to plead here in a weighty case ; 
And I beseech you quickly make an end on't : 
The Whigs are plaintiffs, poet is defendant. 
I'm for the plaintiffs, they have coin good store, 
Poets are iu the wrong, because they re poor ; 
And I ue'er mind a cause but as I'm feed. 
Like quacks, we cure no man that will not bleed. 
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Whigs are my clients; and, my lords, I say, 
They have been scandaliz'd in a damn'd play, 
Which those good men for busy fops does jeer, 
Who vigilant for Church and State appear. 
What if such men should have no wit at all I 
Pray, did not geese once save the capital 1 
But say these honest men be in the wrong. 
Railing does not to private men belong : 
Boldly to rail is one of the chief sprigs 
Of the pren^tive of Prince of Whigs ; 
Titus the first, who did that power attain, 

1 take it— — anno primo of his reign— — 

From Whigs, to whom by custom it belongs, 
Whigs are all freeholders of their tongues, 

And pens too 

I'll prove it out of Janeway's Reports, 

And the decrees of sev'ral Coffee Courts. 

The poet has no title then to rail ; 

Let him be seiz'd, nor let wit be his bail ! 

Wit is a Tory, ne'er with us would join. 

Wit never heip'd the Whigs to write one line. 

'T has been accua'd, and in our writings sought. 

But still the coroner Non inveniiis brought : 

But, learned judges, I leave all to you, 

If you are Tories, I will be ao too. 

'Noint witches, they will fly, though ne'er so old; 

I'll be as nimble too, 'noint me with gold : 

I'll quickly to the Tory party skip. 

Grease my fist well, I'll let our faction slip. 
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The great wccesa of "The Destractron of Jerusalem" 
had tiie effect of depriviDg Crowne of the patrunu)^ 
of Lord Rochester, by whose inSueDce he had obtained 
the preference over Dryden, the Poet Laureate, in 
iK^paring the maeque of "Caliato" fin' representation 
before the King, Queen, and rojal famil;.* The Earl 
extended the enmity he entertained towards Dryden to 
his former prot(;g^e, and, in coDJunction with the Duke 
of Buckingham.t included him in a satyre, after the 
fashiou of Sir John Suckling's " Session of the Poets," 
entitled, "ATryal of the Poets for the fiays, in imitation 
of a Satyre by Boileau," in which they ridiculed "little 
Btareh Jonny Crown, with his iron'd cravat " and " Lilly- 
white hands," in lines so puerile and coai'se as are by no 
means calculated to produce on the public miud a favour- 
able impression either of the satirical talents or gentle- 
manly bearing of the two noble authors. A aimilar set 
of vereefi has been included in the collection of State 
Poems,^ under the title, " The Session of the Poets, to 
the Tune of Cook-I^urel," meaning probably Cock 
Lorell. It is proper to mention that Qrowne is omitted 
in this list of claimants for the Bays. 

Amongst the prefatory matter prefixed to the edition 
of " The Works of the Earl of Rochester, Roscommon, 
and Dorset, &c., 1731, "§ there i» prefixed a letter ad- 
dressed by St Erremont to the Duchess of Mazarin,|| 

t Biickingfaac 
Lond<Hi, 1715. aio. 

Z 8tate Fo«ing, in i Vols. 8vo. LoadoD, 1716. Vol I. p. 206. 

I 2 VoU, ISmo. London, 1731, 

I Whan Charles II. was in oiile, ha proposed to many this 
l«dj, the niece, and ayantuallj haireas, of Cardiual Maiarin, 
but his offer waa rejected by ber uncle. After the Reatoratiou, 
the DuobeiM beoame heireei of the Cardinal, and, after indulg- 
ing in the levitiea of a Parisian life, came to England, and 
became one of the beautiei of the Court of the Meriy Monarch. 
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which discloses the real caoee of Roo.heBter's malice, and 
explains why the noble Lord bad changed his opinion of 
Crowne. After mentioning that his temper was more 
or leas "inspired with wine," and his muse increasing 
" with his liquor, many persone of quality, hia friends, 
promoted the glass, to his detriment, for their own satis- 
Tactioo. It is certain that in his natural temper, when 
sober, he was a good-natured man, and had not that 
alloy of malice which in many things he discovered when 
heated by a debauch. He had a particular pique to Mr 
Drydrn, after his mighty success in the town, either be- 
cause he was sensible that he deserved not that applause 
for his Tragedies which the mad, unthinliing audience 
^ve them — which corruption of taste was afterwards 
somewhat corrected by the Duke of Buckingham's 
rehearsal ; or whether it was out of indignation at being 
rivalled in reputation either as a poet in general, or a 
satirist in parti cular^satire being one of the chief ex- 
cellencies of Mr Dryden as well as that of My Ix>rd 
Rochester. The effect ot this was discovered by his 
TiOrdship setting up Mr Crowne in opposidon to Mr 
Dryden. He recommended him to the King, ordering 
him to compose a masque for the Court, when it was the 
business of the Poet' Laureate. 

" But when Mr Crowne's ' Destruction ot Jerusalem ' 
bad met with as wild and unaccountable success as Ur 
Dryden's 'Conquest of Granada,' his Lorduhip withdrew 
his favour, aa if he would be still in contradiction to the 



one that judges so very falsely of the Drama as the 
Engliik, unless it be the Spaniard, who seem to bare 
much the same wild injudicious taste." 

This GomnmnicatioD of St Evremont is valuable as the 
evideDce of one who had the best me&ns of knowing the 
. real ehatacter of the Earl ot Rochester, and the cause ot 
his change of opinion as to the merits of one whom he 
probably patronised more for the purpose of mortifying 
Dryden than for any other reason. Bom of an ancient 
Norman family, Charles de St Denis, Seigneur de St BTre- 
mont, was alike distinguished for g^lantry and wit TIm 
latter brought him to grief, and finally a joke on Cardinal 
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Mszarin placed him in the Bastile. Upon hig liberation 
he pRsaed to HaUand, from whence he retreated to Eng- 
land, where he was much esteemed by Charles for his 
liveliness, and from whom he received a small pension. 
He was held in much estimatiaa by his two country- 
women, the Duchesa of Mazarin and the Duchees of 
Fortsmouth. His society was in great request by per- 
sona of ranlc, and he had the honour of having Drjdea 
as his eulogist in a " character" written by the LauieaM, 
which was prefixed to a work entitled " MiscelJaneoua 
Essays, by Monsieur St Evreroont, translated from the 
French ; with his Character, by a person of honour here 
in England ; continued by Mr Dryden." This " person " 
is generally supposed tA have been Br Knightly Chet- 
wo^, who died Dean of Gloucester — a belief fortified by 
"his connection with Dryden,"" 

If the *' Conquest of Granada," otherwise called 
"Almanzor and Almahide," was received with such 
extraordinary applause, it creates little surprise that 
the " Destruction of Jerusalem" met with similar suC' 
cess, for so far as regards versification Crowne not 
unfrequently equals, if not surpasses, Dryden. Passages 
might be extracted from both dramas of co?isiderabl6 
force and excellence. Probably the success of the 
"Conqnest of Granada" induced Crowne to try if he 
could De as successful with the Jews and Romans as the 
Laureate had been with the Moors and Spaniards. The 
latter tragedy is also in two parts, and was first acted 
in lli72. The former did not appear until 1677. As the 
" Rehearsal " was published immediately after the suc- 
cessful representation of the " Siege of Granada," and 
some four or five years before the performance of the 
" Destruction of Jerusalem," it, fortunately for its author, 
escaped the tender mercies of his Grace of Buckingham 
in his inimitable satire. He was subsequently ridiculed by 
the pointless attack of the two noblemen in the nretehed 
doggret already referred to. 

There is a striking resemblance between the hero of 
Dryden and the hero of Crowne. Phrawtes, the deposed 

* See Soott'a "Dryden." Second edition. Vol XVUI. 
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moDuch of Pfuthia, uid tfae Imet of ClBrona, in both 
parta of the "Deatruction of Jerusalem," has all the 
cbuBcterislics of Almaozor, the Drawc&osir of the 
" Kehearsal," so much bo, that it is not easT to decide 
whether he or Almaozor deals most in wordj declama- 
tion and ontrageouB bopihast. Of the latter, take this 
specimen ; In the second part, Pbrsartes, who has re- 
covered his kingdom, on his retnrn to Jerusalem, is 
i^esent at the deathbed of Clarona, his intended Qaeen. 
When the vital sgark is extinguished, he exclaims : 

" Where ia Claiona goue? 

Aloft ! I see her mounting to the aun ! 
The flaming Satyr towards her does roll ; 
His scorching lust makes summer at the pole. 
I^ the hot planet- touch her, if he dares! 
Touch her, and I will cut him into stats, 
And the bright chips into the ocean throw." 

Phraartes is an imaginary monarch, there having been 
at that time no King of Parthia of the name, alUiough 
at an earlier period, aa we learn from Joaephus,' there 
does occur a. king so called in the list of rulera. He was 
murdered by his eon PhraarUcee, whom he bad by a 
second wife called Hermusa, a lady of very questionable 
reputation. The murderer, turning out t4> be somewhat 
tyrannical, his aubjecta wisely put bim t« death before 
he waa fairly settled on the throne. With him termin- 
ated the race of Pbraartea. 

The aecond part of the "Destruction ot Jerusalem" 
ices with the siege, and terminates with the de- 
n of Jerusalem. The lovea of Titua and Berenice 
in a great measure supersede Phraartes and Clarona, wbo 
engrossed the principal iDt«rest in the previous part of 
the drama, which, unlike the " Conquest of Gmnada," 
where Almanzor finally finds a father and a wife, ends un- 
happily, Clarona being murdered, and Titua and Berenice, 
though dying in love of each other, separated in con- 
sequence of the detestation the Romans bore towards the 
Jews, and their horror at the very notion of Titus giving 

• Jomphiu, by Lodge. Loudim, 1640. F. 463. 
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them a Jenub empresB. If tlie Ecandal about her* can 
be credited, the Emperor made a liickjr cEcape. 

Although Rocbeater felt greati; chagriiitNl at the un- 
expected aucceas of Crowne, he received the flatterinn 
dedication of Otwaj's "Tragedy of Titus and Berenice," 
a poor abridgenient, in rhyme, of Racine's Tragedy of 
the same name, which met with little success — a circum- 
stance that would DBtnrally not diminish the Earl'a 
bitwruees towards Grown& 

Nauseating as the flattery of Otway to his patron 
SHSuredl; is, it falls short of Crowne's hyperbotical land- 
ation of the Dochefis of Portsmouth, which disgraces the 
dedication to her Grace of the "Destruction uf Jeru- 
saleiD." Before perusing it, the reader may not be dis- 
inclined to know something about this surpaasinf; beauty 
who ruled, during the latter days of Charles II., the king- 
doms of England, Scotland, and Ireland. 

Mademoiselle Louise Renee de Peneneourt de 
Querouaille came to England as maid of honour to the 
King's BiBt«r, Henrietta, Duchess of Orleans, who was 
successfully employed by the French monarch to bring 
about a union between himeelf and her brother. EveljD.t 
4th Kovember IG71, after mentioning he had seen the 
King's nephew, the Prince of (>iinge, afterwards 
William 111., whom hft deecribea as "having a manly, 
courageous, wise countenance, resembling his mother 
and the Duke of Gloucester," continues thus : " I now 
ali» saw that famous beauty, but, in my opinion, of a 
childish, timple, and baby face, Mademoiselle, lately 
maid of honour to Madame, and now to be so to the 
Queen." She was then about twenty-five years old. 

Louis XIV., aware of the amorous propensities of 
the English king, purposely sent Louise to England 
to attract his notice, which iihe had no difficulty in 
doing. If the satirical verses upon her can be credited, 
her first love was the Due de Vendome, to whom 
she continued to be attached long after she became 
Duchess of Fortemouth. One of these paaquils hag 
some cleverness: 
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" Wlien Portsmouth did from Eogland ij 

To follow her Vendoroe, 
Thus all along the Gallery" 

The monarch made his moan: 
O Caatlemaine,t for charity. 

Send me my Glerelandt home. 

"Go, Dymph eo fooliah and unkind. 

Your wandering knight pursue, 
And leave a love-sick king behind, 

So faithful and ao true. 
Ye Goda. when jou made Love bo blind, 

You shou'd have lam'd him too." 

Barbara Yilliets, daughter of the chivalrous Viscount 
Grandison, aud wife of Roger Palmer, Earl of Caatle- 
mune, became one of the miBtreaaea of Charles IT., who 
made her Ducheag of Cleveland, but was supplanted by 
the Duchess of Portsmouth and Nell Gwyn. Grangjr§ 
observes : " Though her pride was great, she is said to 
have been sometimes humble enough in her amours." 
Wy»Jierly, the dramatic writer, was one of her lovers ; 
and she intrigued with Jacob Hall the Rope- Dancer and 
Goodman the Player at the same time. Hall was in 
great request with the ladies, who considered him an 
Adonis for symmetry and a Ilerculea for strength. The 
Duchess, according to Grammont, allowed him a salary. 

The fair French woman came, saw, and conquered : 
the infatuated mouarcb offered no resistance, and was 
made a willing prisoner. Wealth and honours were 
heaped upon her. She disfdaced all the previous 

* The Oallery at Whitehall, where the Duchess had vary 

Slsodld apartments. It appears fnia Evelyn fVol. ii p. 311) 
-t that portion of the iHiildinga over the Stone Oullery at 
utel 

im. 

t Roger Palmer, Earl of Caatlemaiue, the hosbaad of the 
DnchesB. In the "Poems on State Affairs," Vol. I. p. ]34, 
Uastellion ia the nune of the pertoo she was livins with then. 

land, for hi* now oQi 
1», I87S. 
S Vol V. p. 361. 
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faTonritee, vitb the exception of Nell;, whose influence 
over the King continued till hia death. 

The apartments of the favourite at Whitehall were 
magnificent, Evelyn mw, 16th Sept. 1673, "caauaJly" 
the " UachesH of PortBtnouth'e splendid apartments at 
Whitehall, Imuriously furniBlied, and with ten timea 
the richness and gloiy beyond the Queen's suite — many 
tnasBj pieces of p1at«, whole t&bles, and stands of in- 
credible value." 

The Duchess had a formidable enemy in the Earl of 
Rochester, whose opinion of her Grace may be gathered 
from the foUowiug veraea : 

" PoarsMoirra's Looeiho -Glass.* 

"Methinka I aee you, newly risen 
From your euibroider'd bed, * * 
With iAudied mein and much grimace, 
Present yourselfe before your Glass 
To varnish and rub o'er those (graces 
You mb'd oft in your night embraces ; 
To aet your hair, your eyes, your teeth. 
With ul the powera you conquer with ; 
Lay trains of Love, and State -intrigues, 
In powders, trimmings, and curl'd wigs ; 
And neatly choose and neatly spread 
Upon your cheeks the best French red ; 
Indeed, for white none con compalr 
With those you naturally wear. 
And tho' her Highne«at much delights 
To laugh and tali about your whites, 
I never could perceive your Grace 
Make use of any fur your face. 
Here 'tis you practice all your art 
To triumph o er a monarch's heart ; 
Tattle and smile, and wink, and twink on't. 
It almost makes me sick to think on't 

* " Poami <m State AffairB," Vol. I. p. 184 ; London, 1716 j 
8to. ; where they are specially aangped to Hochester. They 
Doour also in the colleated works o( hu Lordship, previously re- 

■f- Catherine of Bragania, the Queen, 
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These are your nutBter-Btrokes of beanty, 

""--' ' lOOr Rowley to hard di"'- 

n all these be withetoi 



TheBe are the chariuH that have bcwitcb'd him, 

As if a coDJuror's rod had ewitch'd him ; 

Made him oe knows not what to do. 

But loll and fumble here with joa. 

Amongst your ladies, and his chitt^, 

At cards and council here he sits, 

Yet minds not how they play at either. 

Nor cares Dot when 'tis walking weather; 

Bus'ness and power he has resign'd, 

And all things to your mighty mind. 

Is there a minister of state, 

Or any treasurer of late, 

That's fawning and imperious too. 

He owes his greatness alt to you , 

And as you see just cause to do't. 

You keep him in, or put him out. 

Hence 'Us jou give us war and peace ; 

Baise men ; disband them, as you please ; 

Take away pensions; retrench wages, 

For petticoats and lusty pages ; 

Contrive and execute ^ laws, 

Suiting the judges to the cause.* 

You govern every Council-meeting. 

Make the fools do as you think fitting ; 

Your Hoyal Cully has command 

Only from you at second band: 

He does but at the helm appears, 

Sit there and sleepe, while your slaves steer ; 

And you are the bright Northern Starrs 

By which they guide their men of waire." 
The author of "The Peerage of England," 1711, Vol. 
II. p. 316, says that Rochester died on the 26th July 
* The Duke of Lauderdale, who had a thorough knowledge of 
the Soatiah judges, used to toll in Etislaod that the law of Scot- 
land might be stated in this ahort ''compend," — "Shew ms 
Uiemanand 111 diew fou the law." If we can oredit Rooheoter, 
the English judges adopted a aimi^ai' nile for deciding oaosos. 
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80 that be could not have been author of the 



"On the Duchess of Portsmouth's Picture. 

"September 1682. 
" Who can on this Picture look, 

And not strait be nonder-Htruck 

That Buch a speaking dowdy thisg 

Should make a beggar of a Kiug, 

Three happ; nations turn to tears. 

And all their former love to team ; 

Ruin the great, and raise the small, 

Yet will by turnB betray them aliV 

Lowly bom and meanly bred. 

Yet of tliis nation is the head ; 

For half Whitehall make her their court, 

Tho' th'other half make her their sport 

Monmouth's tamer, Jeffery's advance, 

Foe to England, spy to France, 

False and foolish, proud and bold, 

U(^y, as you see, and old ; 

Id a word, her mighty Grace 

Is whore in all things bnt her face." 

Evelyn has a very interesting account of her Grace'i* 
entertamment of the Morocco ambassador at her " glori- 
ous apartments " at Whitehall, at which he was present ; 
— "24 January 168J. This evening I was at the enter- 
tunment of the Morocco Ambassador at the Duchess of 
Portsmouth's glorious apartments at Whitehall, where 
was a great banquet of sweetmeats and music : but at 
which both the Ambassador and his retinue behaved 
themselves with extraordinary moderation and modesty, 
though placed about a long table, a lady between two 
Moors, and amongst these were the King's natural chil- 
dren, viz.. Lady Litchfield and Sussei, the Duchess ot 
Portemouth, Nelly, &c., &c., concubines, and cattle of 
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that Bort, as Bplen)lid aa jewelU and exceaa of bravery 
could make tDein : the Moora neither admiring nor 
seeming to regard auythinKi fumiture or the like, with 
any earnestDesa, and but decently tasting of the banquet 
Thfiy drank a little milk and water, but not a drop 
of wioe ; they alao drank of a sorbit and jacolat, 
but did not look about or stare on the ladies, 
or express the least eurprise, but with a courtly 
negligence, in pace, countenance, and whole behaviour, 
auewerinc only to such queations as were aaked with a 
great deal of gallantry ; and so gravely took leave, with 
this compliment, that Ood would blees the Duchess of 
Portsmouth and the Prince her son, meaning the little 
Duke of Hicbmond. The King came in at the latter end, 
just as the Ambassador was going away. In this manner 
waa this slave — for he was no more at home — entertained 
by most of the Nobility in Town ; and he weut after to 
Hyde Park on horseback, where he and his retinue 
showed their eitraordiuary activity in horsemanship, 
and Sin^g and catching their lances at full speed : 
they rode very short, aod could stand upright at full 
speedgf managing their horses with incredible agility. 
He went sometimes to the theatres, where, upon any 
foolish or fantastic action, he could not forbear lauehing, 
but he endeavoured to hide it with extraordinary 
modesty and gravity. In a word, the Russian Ambas- 
sador, still at Court, behaved himself like a clown, com- 
pared to this civil heathen." 

" The Duchess," remarks Granger, " occasionally dis- 
sembled iove, the vapours, or aickneaa, and rarely ever 
failed of working the easy monarch to her point. Her 
polite manners and agreeable temper rivetted the chains 
which her personal charmB had imposed upon him : she 
had the first place in his affections, and he continued to 
love her to the day of his death. Her beauty, which 
was not of the most delicate kind, seemed to be very 
little impaired at aeventy years of age." She survived 
the monarch forty-nine years, atlAined the advanced age 
of eighty-nine, and died in November 1734. Her water 

* Sherbet and Chocolate. 



+ I>iary,Vol. II. p. 
t Vol V. p. 363. 
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married Philip, Earl of Pembroke, with whom she led h 
miserable life. After hia death she married a French 
marquis, and died at Faria in 1728. 

Her Grace hod one son by the King, who conferred 
upon Iiiui the Dukedom of Richmond iu England and 
Lennox in Scotland. TheM honoois had lapsed to 
the Orown upon the death of the last Duke, a Stewart, 
to whom BS next of kin the monarch was eerred heir- 
male in Scotland. Instead of Stewart or De Queronaille* 
his father gave him tbe surname of Lennox, which 
continueH in his descendants. 

The death of Rochester in July 1680+ remOTed a 
bitter enemy of the Duchess ; and amongst those he 
had patroniied, one eminent dramatic author was for- 
tonate enoueh to repair bis loss by obtaining the patron- 
age of the tavoureo mistress of Charles, who accepted 
the dedication of the Crage<t7 by which be is best known 
in tbe present time, and which has continued to keep ite 
place as an acting drama ever since. This dedication is in 
the usual style, but not quite so abeurd as that which 
Crowne prefixed to the " Destruction of Jerusalem," 
Otway assures the Duchess that nature and fortune were 
certamly in league when she was bom, and that league 
she *' first took care to give her beauty enough to enslave 
the hearts of all the world, so the other resolved to do 
its merits justice, that none but a monarch fit to rule 
should erer possess it, and in it be bad an empire." 
This is foUowed up by referring to the "blooming 
virtues of the young Prince presented by her to the 
Monarch, which easily declares the mighty stock he 
came from," and of whoee noble and generous education 
all tlie pioas care of a dear mother and a prudent 
guatdian had taken care. He concludes bj an earnest 
prayer that " rich blesunga of every description may 
crown bis future fortunes." t 

* In man; of the pamphleta of the times he ia called Carurel! 
or Carewell. 

f His od\j bou died the tallowing year, when the Earldom of 
Rochester and Barony of Wilmot became eitinet in tbut 
family. 

; Prefaoo to "Venice Preserved." First edition. Loudon, 
1682. Ito. 
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p«tTon hodbeeD, and he uifB," Your noble pitjaodcom- 
paasioD found me where 1 wae far cast back from my 
bleaging, down in the rear of fortune, call'd me up, 
placed me in the BMne, and I baTe felt ito comfort. You 
have in tbat reetor'd me to my native right, for a ateadf 
faith and loyalty to my Prinoe was all the inheritance 
ray father left me, and, however hardly my ill fortunes 
d^ wiUi me, 'tis what 1 priie so well, that I ne'er 
pawn'd it yet, and hope T shall never part willi it." Il is 
pleaang to have this testimony of the kindneea of the 
DucbeM to the ill-fated poet, upon hia own admission — 
the more particularly as from bis having been a ser- 
vant of Rochester, he could hardly have expected to re- 
ceive favonrs from one whom bis patron had taken every 
opportunity of ridiculing and insulting. This gleam of 
sunshine was brief, and immediately passed away on the 
death of Charles, when the accession of a brother, whoee 
endeavours to restore Popery ultimateir caused the ex- 
clusion of the race of Stewart from the throne of the 
three kingdoms. 
With the death of GhAilee the iofineuce of the Duchess 



dimleasnre of a vindictive and revengeful ruler,* The 
" Young Prince," who had been made Master of the 
Horse by his father in the room of his brother the 
Duke of Uonmouth, was dismissed for the indiscretion 
of his mother, although a child at the time. Her 
(intce's pensioners naturally must have suffered by her 
falLf The Dnke of Richmond could not have been much 
more than twelve years of age when his nncle thought 



* The cruelti^B perpetrated by bifl order, or witJi hia know- 
ledge, ^ter the auppreaaion of Monmouth's rebellion can never 
be palliatad or overlooked. His punisbmeut of Monmouth 
□my have bean warraDt«d, but the whoUtale murder of hie 
adherenta never 



April ISStI, havibE survived ^e 
months and eight days. 



of great misery upon t] 
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proper, in contempt of the de&th-bed request of bu 
brother, to deprive him of his office.* 

Scott, in a ootice prefixed to a Bang called "The 
Fair Sb^nger, who was det&ined by Charlea and 
made a Duchega," obaerres, " Mot withetendi ng the de- 
teetatioit in which ehe wu held by his lubjecta on 
account of her religion, oonntiT, and politic*, she con- 
timied to be Charlea' principal favonrite till the very 
hour of his death, t^eu he recommended her and her son 
to his successor's protection." The revolution restored 
the young Duke to royal favour, and he was appointed 
aide-de-camp to Wiilmm III. whilst gerviug under him 
during the wars in Flanders. He was subsequently one 
of the Lords of the Bedchamber of Gieorge I,, and died 
on the 27th May 172S, at Goodwood, at the age of flft^- 
five-t He married Anne, second c^ughter of Francis, 
Lord Brudenel, and by her had one aon, Chariee, who, 
on the death of hU grandmother in 1734, succeeded to 
the Ihichy of Aubiffny, in France, in addition to the 
English and Scoti^ Dukedoms inherited from his 
father. 

Whatever may be the opinion of modem tdmee on the 
subject of dramas in rhyme, there seems little doubt but 
that after the Restoration they were nrare than tolerated 
during the whole reign of CWles II., whose taate bad 
been influenoed by hu residence in France, where the 
force and beauty i^ blank Terse were little known, and 
continue even now to be held in little eeteem. His 
Majesty's taste must have materially inSuenced the 
Cowt, and the pationage of the ruling favourite would 
not be without ita due weight with the noble courtiers. 
Added to this, the covert attack upon the Puritans of 
the Commonwealth under the designation of Pharisees J 
would be greatly relished by the play-going citizens of 
Loiidon, many of whom would not have forgotten the 



* Drydea'a 'Worki. Secand edition. Edinburgh, 1821. 
VoL XL, p. les. 
t Brydges' Edition of Collins. VoL I. p. 206. London, IS 1^ 

8,T0. 

' J "Fsnatioka are but Jews unDircumois'd. " — Epitogtu to 
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annopinces they were Bubjectod in by the intolerance of 
the rigidly righteous. 

The actors are not ^Teu in the printed copy of the 
drama, but Genesis, quoting Downes,* aaaigns the part 
ot Phraartes to Hart ; Matiiiaa, to Mr Dunn ; John, to 
Cartwright ; Titus, to Kynaston ; Berenice, to Mrs 
Matshall ; and Clarona, to Mrs Bout«ll. 

The first part ends hefore the conunencement of the 
Siege. 

Tlie game writer Bays : " Both these tragedies are in 
rhyme ; and it is not easy to say whether the plan or 
the execution of them is the worse, lliey were weU 
received by the town, and the second part was re- 
vived at Drury Lane, July 1, 1712." He quotes from 
Crowne's dedication a part of the concluding paragraph : 
" I fix your Grace's image at this Jewish Temple-gate, 
to render the building sacred." He should have finished 
the quotation : " Nor can the Jews be angry with so 
beautiful a profanation ; and in guiding l^em to you, 
they are conducted, like their ancestors, to r«poee and 
happineea, in the moat fair and deUghtful part of the 

The versification is for the moat part not better than 
that of other rhyming dramas, neither is it worse. The 
song of the Levttes before the opening of the Temple is 
exceedingly beautiful. There is another set of verses in 
the second act which would deserve equal praise but for 
the subject. 

• Vol. I. p. 203. 
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TO HEE GBACB THE DUCHESS OF POKTSMOUTH. 

Beauty, Madam, has received from Nature a 
dominion bo pleaaing that men contend not with 
more ambition for empire over their own sex, 
than subjection to yours. Kings have worn your 
se^s chains with as much pleasure as their crowns, 
and conquerors have followed your triumphs 
with as much delight as they have seen their own 
attended by Kings ; a dominion so absolute, that 
all your commanda are laws. Indeed, Princes who 
are beloved shall be absolute, their subjects will 
force arbitrary power upon 'em. Nothing enslaves 
like love, force biuds our hands but love captivates 
our hearts. How absolute then must beauty be! No 
man yet ever had the will much less the power to 
rebel against it. They who should seek to depose 
it would begin a civil war in their own bosoms, 
and lay waste and ruinate the moat delightful 
possessions of their minds. And, lastly, so large, 
that it finds subjects where it linds men : Its 
empire extends as far as human nature, and its 
spoils are all that's excellent in the whole creation. 
But men claim to be subjects of its empire as the 
birth-right of reason, and esteem that, too, as one 
of reason's great advantages. Beasts are ex- 
cluded that claim; cannot be naturalized into 
that dominion, for want of the ennoblements of 
reason. Men are exalted to love beauty by the 
same faculty which lifts 'em to adore Heaven ; 
and there is a kind of divinity in beauty, which 
makes love to be a kind of religion. Beauty is 
certainly the feirest visible image of divinity in 
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the world. The ancients, therefore, built temples 
and altars to it, and ranked it amongst Celestial 
Powera. We Christians have much ado to abstain 
from that idolatiy ; however, we pay it as high 
honours, though under other names. That these. 
Madam, are the rights and poasesBions of beauty, 
you cannot but know ; that they are therefore 
yours all the world knows, but you. But, Madam, 
wrong your beauty in your own opinion as much 
as you please, you cannot injure it in others ; the 
aun will shine though you wink, and you will be 
fair, whether you regard it or no. And, that 
beauty will have empire, how great, may appear 
by the many and mighty conquests it makes ; and 
in a nation too where you have such numerous and 
considerable rivals for that dominion, some per- 
haps as powerful as any in the world, you, like the 
goddess of beauty, gain the Golden Ball, not from 
humble mortals, but your fellow goddesses. How 
clear a title you have to it I shall not say, for I 
shall not please you by it, and I shall displease them : 
Nothing is so hateful to the conquered as to be up- 
braided with their misfortune. But certainly how 
mean an opinion soever you have, Heaven has none, 
of that workmanship which he takes care to plant such 
lights of glory round about to shew ; and though 
uature might have discovered you to more advan- 
tage in a greater empire, and by brighter lights of 
fortune, yet it proves how fond she was of that 
fair idea which she was not able to conceal. 
They then who admire you shew their good man- 
ners to nature and providence, in commending 
Nature's workmanship, and Providence's choice of 
a favourite. But I fear the many fair ones, over 
whom you triumph, will tbink themselves treated 
by this discourse with too much insolence; how- 
ever I am sure they will not grutch you the few 
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flowers that a poor poet brings to strew in your 
way, especially when they come irom g&idens 
warm'd by the lustre of your favour, and watered 
by royal bounty, which you caus'd to be shower'd 
upon it : moved to it by no. friends of mine, for I 
had few ; by no merits, for I had fewer ; but only 
by your own excellent mind. How many attrac- 
tives then have the following poems to excuse their 
pressing into your presence 1 They attend you not 
only as bom in general vassalage to your beauty, 
but aa creatures that received life from the concur- 
rence of your favour. I am now engages in an- 
other theme more safe than the former ; I sh^l anger 
neither sex by expatiating on an excellence which 
will contract you no envy, your patronage of wit ; 
that province you may enjoy without any trouble 
from multitudes of pretenders, you need not fear 
lest the ambitious great ones of either eex invade 
you in it. No, Heaven be thanked, we live in an 
age wherein men are content to want wit, and to let 
others possess aa much of it as they please : We 
need no laws to secure us in the possession of that 
propriety. Witty men indeed do often quarrel with 
one another about it, because they know the value 
of it ; others think it not worth contending for ; 
against it indeed they often strive, and they have 
reason, it treats 'em rudely, will have no ftdendship, 
no acquaintance with them, will make no court to 
'em, will scarcely lend 'em a little sense for common 
conversation : "This carriage I must confess is very 
provoking, especially when to men of quality. 
They have cause to be angry with it, and to re- 
venge themselves of it, as they often seek to do, 
by thrusting it out of their own, or any favour 
which might advantage it, setting up fashions, 
dresses, or anything in the room of it. Your 
Grace then must botb know and value the jewel 
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well, which you will take up and wear, when it ie 
not only fluug into the dirt by others, but trod npon. 
And wear it safely you may. Wit may dress you 
in all the lustre it has, and never endanger you a 
blasting from the fascinations of envious and malig- 
nant eyes. But though by ascribing this praise to 
yon I displease not others, I fear I shall your 
Grace, for by protecting a. despised quality you 
could not aim at praise : besides praise being one 
of the vainest pleasures of mankind, so excellent a 
mind cannot nor need not delight in it r you may 
find satisfaction enough at borne, you need not go 
abroad for happiness. And we, who place your 
statues in our gardens, add no glory to you, only 
make our own walks delighted in by our selves, 
and frequented by others, which else would lye 
neglected by both. I fix then your Grace's Image 
at this Jewish Temple Gate, to render the building 
sacred, nor can the Jews be angry with so beauti- 
ful a profanation ; and, in guiding them to you, they 
are conducted like their ancestors to repose and 
happiness, in the most fair and delightful part 
of the world. There I shall leave 'em, and retire 
to the contemplation of it, no moderate degree of 
happiness to one who is, with so much devotion, 
Madam, 
Your Grace's most humble, 

and most obliged servant, 

JOHN CROWN. 
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THE EPISTLE TO THE READER. 

Reader, — The world having been kind to theae 
plays, I would not be ao un^teful to requite any 
ofmyjudges by giving'em offence; atleastifl sm 
so unhappy as to do it, I wonld not willingly let it 
pass without some apology. I have raised up an 
hero in these plays, whicn appears to some pious 
critics to be an evil spirit, and makes 'em to nave 
no good opinion of me for having such familiarity 
with him. There are several things in his part, 
and particularly in a scene of dispute between him 
and his mistress, in the third act in the second 
play, which I have been requested by many, and 
some very considerable persons, not to print. To 
comply with 'em I have left out some few things, and 
would wUIingly have done all, but that, on second 
thoughts I considered, the disarming my hero was 
tacitly to acknowledge him a braver man than he 
is, and even yield him the better of thii cause, I 
therefore thought it would be fairer dealing in the 
behalf of Truth, which needs no tricks, to expose 
him to all hie advanti^es, so to make the victory of 
Tmth the mure glorious. And, reader, if you will 
please to peruse that scene carefully, you will find 
he is no Buch fonnidable person as imagined, and 
is indebted for his reputation more to others' 
opinion and partiality, than his own strength. He 
makes not one ailment against religion, and only 
evades those that are made for it ; as any one of 
ordinary capacity may easily discover. Indeed his 
cause ^1 admit of no more. I was loth then to 
cut off no less than a whole limb of a wretch, who 
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if he had more hands thiin Briareua, had too few 
to fight against heaven ; And certainly whatever 
I am imagined to have, I shewed him no great 
kindness in sending him to Btonn so impr^nable 
a tower, from whence any child might throw TiJtn 
down. He might easier with Herculea pull up 
trees by the roots, than the notion uf a Deity out 
of the souls of men. A notion so ingrafted in ns, 
it seems a part of us : Let men strive never so 
much to get at hberty from it, any h^ of their 
heads will hold 'em. To conclude. If I cou'd have 
said more for Atheism, it argues I have no great 
kindness for a cause I have betray'd ; if I said all I 
cou'd I hope no one will believe me of an opinion 
for which I have so little to say. 

This I think may suffice to recover my reputa- 
tion with these pious critics. Before I go home. 
I must visit a lady or two by the way to pacify if 
1 can their displeasure against this scene also. 
They are angry not at Phraartea' vigorous talk 
against religion, but that so vigorous a man should 
talk at all ; thoy expected on his return from a 
victory, something more pleasing than a dispute. 
I confess they know much better than I what 
pleases their sex ; but at this present I was so 
unh^py as not to intend to please 'em. For hav- 
ing employ'd this and two heroes more, for almost 
ten acts, in nothing else but love, I thought I had 
given 'em enough for reasonable women, and might 
borrow this Hero to entertain the men for a minute 
with a little reason, if it wert but to give him some 
respite to breath : but I find 'tis harder to give 
some ladies enough than I thought it was. Besides, 
these ladies may consider, if they please, Phraartes 
makes not love to them, but Clarona, to whom a 
discourse of love was not so pleasing as to them, 
who care to hear nothing else ; she loved to talk of 
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I'eligion sometimes, which they never do, it seems. 
She would fflin conTert Phraartea, which they 
would ne'er have troubled their heads about ; he 
on the other hand had as great a zeal for ber body, 
and it concerned his love as much to gain her to 
bis opinions, as it did ber piety to gain him to 
hers ; that this very dispute is in pursuance of bis 
love, removing religion, the main, only, and per- 
petual obstacle that lay in its way. 

But perhaps a man ought not to talk reason in 
love : I confess since love has got the sole posses- 
sion of the stage, reason has had little to do there; 
that effeminate prince bos softened and emasculated 
us the vassals of the stage. The reason wby the 
off-springa of the Moderns are sucb sbort-liv'd 
things, is because the Genii that beget 'em are so 
given to women ; they court nothing but the ladies' 
favours, with them mey waste all their strength, 
wbenas the lusty ancients who fed on the wholesome 
diet of good sense, and used themselves to the 
strong manly exercises of reason, have been the 
Fathers of vigorous issue, who have lived longer 
than the oldest Patriarchs, and are like to live as 
long as there are men. I, who am a Mend both to 
love and good sense, endeavoured to reconcile 'em, 
and to bring reason into favour, not with hopes to 
rule ; I desired only to procure him some little 
office in the stage, but I find it made an uproar, 
love would not endure such an innovation, it 
tbreatned bis settled government ; and reason is 
not'at all popular ; the ladies knew not what to 
make of his conversation, and the men generally 
sleep at it ; that I see but little hopes of his pre- 
ferment, which I am sorry for, since what future 
being I shall enjoy, I shall owe solely to him. 
Titus and Berenice as great gallants as they have 
been in France, and as good a shew as they have 
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made in* EDgland, have not such a eubstantial 
fortune to maintain them for future age«, but I am 
afraid will be reduced to depend on Pbraartes for 
a livelihood. The whinings of love, like a pretty 
new tune, please for a wile, but ore soon laid 
aside, and never thought of more ; the same notes 
perhaps may help to compose another, but the old 
air is altered, and for ever forgotten. 

But leat it should he imagin'd by this long 
defence, I suppose the plays to be correct, I ac- 
knowledge there are many faults in design, which I 
had no leisure to mend ; and many in words and 
phrases which I had not inclination. I love not 
too much carefulness in small things. To be exact 
In trifles is the business of a Httle Genius. They, 
therefore, who pride themselves much in their 
knowledge of words and phraseology, boast of know- 
ing little ; for those skills appear considerable to 
none but them who know nothing. Something I 
intend also to say in vindication of my self from 
theft ; some persons accused me of stealing the 
parts of Titus and Berenice from the French play 
written by Mr Kacine on the same subject ; but a 
gentleman having lately translated that play, and 
exposed it to public view on the stage, has saved 
me that labour, and vindicated me better than I 
can my self I wou'd not be asham'd to borrow, 
if my occasions compell'd me, from any rich author : 
But all foreign coin must be melted down, and 
receive a new stamp, if not an addition of metal, 
before it will pass current in England, and be 
judged sterling : That borrowing or stealing from 
Mr Racine could not have supplied my occasions ; 
but I am not so necessitous yet, nor have lived so 
prodigally on my small stock of poetry, to be put 
so soon to those miserable shifts. 
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THE NAMES OF THE PERSONS IN BOTH PLAYS. 



Titus Vespasian, 
Phraartes. 



A ParlMan King driven ovt of 
his a)unh% by a conspiracy be- 
tween the Jiomans and Parthian 
rebels, amies to Jerusalem, with 
a royal train ; falls in love with 
■ Clarona, and for her sake stays 
during the whole siege. 

Matthias. High priest, and govem&r of 

Jerusalem, 

Saqan. His deputy. 

Phi NBAS. Prince of the Sanhedrim, or 

sup-eme council of Jervsalem. 

Tiberias. Cffmmander of all tlie Soman 

forces under Titus VtspaMan. 

Malchus, King of Arabia, 1 Allies to TUm 

Antiochus. King of Gomagene, ' "«*?'"«'*'■ 

And assist him with forces at 
the Siege of Jerusalem. ' 

John. A dissembling Pharisaic Jew, 

made of Matthias's eonndl, but 
betrays him, and falsely accuses 
him to the seditious. 



ciq mod t, Google 



240 THE DESTBUCmON OF JERUSALEM. 

Eleazar. a leader of Ike seditiows. 

MoNOBAZUS. Brother to the King nf Adiahefiie, 

a neighbouring towntry to Judea, 
in love -with Qumk Berenice. 

Queen Berenk^E. By nation a Jewes?; made Queen 
of Judea, and several bordering 
provinces, by (he Romans. 

Clarona. Dtiughier to MMhiaji. 

Semandra. ( H/ , f QuMn Btrmice. 

Phedra. ) ( '^'<i^om. 

Bomans, Partkiatis, Pharisees, &i: 
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THE PROLOGUE TO THE FIRST PART. 

A poet lately by you sent to hell 

Justly, as he acknowledg'd when he fell : 

Hifl discontented spirit walks around 

This stage, where he receiVd his mortal wound. 

Seeking the reason why he walks, we find 

"Tis to reveal hid treasure left behind : 

Not to build tombs of honour to his name. 

But ransom us his sufTring &iends from shama 

Some thought because he had not on the stage 

Banted it oft in hufiiDg equipage, 

Profusely lavish'd all his wealth away 

On some one lov'd and perhaps jilting play, — 

As some unhappily have done before — 

That living niggardly he died but poor; 

As if that wasting were the way to gain, 

A maxim ne'er will within Ludgate reign. 

Two chests of rubbish, which we bullion call. 

We find of his, our skill indeed is small, 

Artists alone know mettle in the ore. 

But if it silver prove we still are poor ; 

If you, wit's senators, will judge it brass, 

You may instead of gold make leather pass. 

As you have done sometimes by sovereign power. 

And if you do, Wit has no emperour 

To whom he may appeal from your decrees, 

'Tis one of Wit's severest destinies 

Still by a damn'd republic to be rul'd ; 

Where men by names of liberty are fool'd ; 

Where virtues are by vices still out-brav'd. 

And bravest men are oft by slaves enslav'd. 

Never was bom a monarch yet in Wit, 

And none by force that throne could ever get, 
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Though usurpation all of you deaign, 

And every senator's a Catiline. 

Keep these great plots among your own high tribe. 

But do not slaves for senators prescribe i 

Poets are slaves, who, but for your delight, 

Toil in the Muses' gardens day and night. 

If blood you love, then stab some liviag slave ; 

Ijet this dead wretch lie quiet in his grave. 



A Song to be sung by Levites al the Tmiple Galea, on 
the opening of the scene. 

Day ia dismounted on the watery phuo, 
And Evening does begin to fold 
Up Light's rich cloth of gold. 

And Nature's face the Night begins to stain. 
Holy angels round ua keep, 
While our s«nse dissolves in sleep. 
While the half of us is dead 
Let the living half be led 
To your gardens, to your bowers, 
Where you pass your pleasing hours. 
Treat within your heavenly tents 
Your brethren spirits thus in state. 
While they wait 
The leisure of their slumb'ring sense. 
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THE FIEST PART. 



Act L Scene I. 
The eurtain drawn, the branen gates of Ou TempU 

appear ; musicis heard within. Above, witkmU 
&e Temple asinihe women's court, behind gilded 
lattices, appear Qveea Bkricnice and Claroma 

at theiT dNMlion, 

Enter Phraartes and Monobazus. 

Phraar. Ha I at deTobion etill ) Can the tir'd air 
Obtain no truce from aacrifice and prayer 1 
They are importunate, with their great power 
They let him scarce enjoy one quiet hour ; 
But ply bim still with sacrifice so fast. 
He's cloy'd with new ere he digests the last 
These are gay splendid follies I 

Mcmob. Something m.ore. 
If we own ffode ; we must those gods adore. 

Phraar. Tis true I And Heaven does in no place 
appear. 
Treated with such magnificence as here. 

Monob. I like it well. 

Phraar. And I, for I confess 
Were I a god I would expect no less. 
But this romantic tale of gods and fate 
Takes well, and is a useful art of State, 
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Which the fond world into Hubjection bringB. 

Momb. Since you dispute & power supreme to 
Kings, 
What gods may in your Kingdom worshipt be ^ 

Phraar. None ! Or, if any, flie slaves worship me, 
Though now a villain does prophane my throne ; 
But his base blood shall soon his guilt atone. 
But you, who so devout and grave wou'd seem, 
With whom these powers are in such great esteem. 
Who are your heavenly lords 1 

MotuA. We prostrate fall 
To onr own gods alone ; but rev'rence alL 
And if we err 'tis on the safest hand ; 
All own some power that does the world command : 
Even mighty Kome bows to Celestial Powers. 

Phraar. She does ! but lower to her emperors. 
But, ah ! my friend, thou hast reviv'd my shame, 
My blood is hr'd at that insulting name. 
But all her idols shall my chains repent, 
I'll make her gods and her less insolent. 

Monob. Since to this place you did your fortunes 
guide. 
Your envious stars have seem'd to change their 

side; 
The glorious things you in short time have done 
Have this throng'd city's admiration won. 
They idolize your name, and boast, with pride, 
To their great race of Kings you are allied. 
Exalted hopes they on your valour build. 
Look to have prophecies in you fulflU'd. 

Phraar. I smalt respect shou'd to my kindred 

pay, 

Did not imperious love command my stay. 

Mmoh. The same insulting power confines me 
here. 
And see i our lovely goddesses appear. 

\Both turn Unrards the Temple. 
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Phraar. Divine Glarona ! 

Mimob. And the beauteous Queen ! 

Pkraar. Kneel, to whom gods might on their 
knees be seeE. 
Ill-manner'd powers ; with a regardless eye 
Can you behold such beauty prostrate lye i 

Mimob. How bright a vision entertains my eyes, 
[Aside. 
Whilst I am dooro'd to endless miseries ! 
Like one shut out from Heav'n, the glories there 
Torment his sight, and add to his despair. 

Phraar. I'll raise 'em up ! for I resentments feel, 
That creatures so divine so long should kneel. 

[Proffers to go, and is stopt by Mmobaziis. 

Mmwb. Hold J they are now on some uncommon 
rite, 
To which this evening they their gods invite : 
Queen Berenice, who not by birth alone, 
As their King's daughter, claims the Jewish Throne, 
But as successor to her brother slain, 
O'er many neighbouring provinces does reign ; 
And by her beauty rules both them and Kome, 
Is lately from Vespasian's army come. 
In part to tender her lost nation peace, 
And take their humble state in its distress 
To the protection of her conquering eyes, 
And partly for the great solemnities 
These devout tribes to their dead kindred pay. 
If their own laws and customs they'll obey. 

PkraoT. 'Tis fit they should, chiefly when princes 
die. 
Kings should not sleep without solemnity. 

Monoh. For this some time sh' as in Jerua'lem 
atay'd ; 
Mean while the crowd, by frantic rebels sway'd, 
From their own governors and priests revolt, 
And every moment the Queen's life assault. 
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This, Toyal nr, you by experience know. 
For to yoar aword she does her safety owe. 

Fhraar. Bather to yoara, brave friend, that hon- 
our'a due ! 
I only seek in fame to rival yon. 

Mimob. You're to your own nnjnst. But now the 
Queen, 
Who the whole time has rudely treated been, - 
Wearied with clamours and devotion too, 
Haa thoughts of bidding them and Heav'n adieu : 
Some say to-night she'll towards the camp repair. 
And take her leave of sacrifice and prayer. 
Howe'er she now does her last oSenngs make. 
Whilst &om their oracles they counsel take. 

Pkraar. Valour's the only oracle of war ! 
Let 'em ask that, and their vain altars spare. 
But the great ceremony does conclude ; 
When gods retire, poor mortals may intrude. 

Thi gales open, and Matthias, Saoan, and another 
Priest come oui of the sawiwary. Loud mtisiqae 
plays. PhineaS, John, Fhariseks etUer on one 
side of the ^e. Queen Berenice and Clar- 
ONA on the tOhw. MATTHIAS whimpers John 
and the Pharisees, who immedutidy after go off. 
Phraartes and Monobazub address thim- 
selves in dumb show to Clarona and Berenice. 
The musiqiie at length ceases, and Matthias 
thus speaks to-the Qubbn. 

MaUh. Now, madam, we with solemn thanks 
must own. 
The royal pity to your nation shown ; 
You, from the stormy cloud that hovers o'er 
This town, descend like a relenting power. 
Into your sacred guardianship to take 
A diatrest place, which earth and heaven forsake : 



ciq mod t, Google 



THX DXSTRncnOH OF JEEUSAUEM. 247 

But oft, as Then the fatal hour draws nigh 

Of some great man, whom pain compels to die, 

His struggling powers withacom their sentence take, 

And 'mon^t themselves do a rebellion make : 

Then on bis own distorted limbs does seize, 

And there chastise weak nature's cowardice : 

But thinks, the while, he has with monsters fought, 

And horrid shapes are in his fancy wrought ; 

So in distracting pangs our nation lyes. 

As if depriv'd of sense with miseries. 

Tearing it self, and haunted with a fiend 

That does to zeal and piety pretend ; 

And fills their cheated thoughts with axes, rods. 

Chains, death, and all the list of heathen gods : 

That every thing is a false god they see. 

And ail they do is zeal and piety ; 

But if the hated name of Rome they hear, 

llien they in frantique agonies appear : 

Bending the air with a fanattick cry 

Of tyrants, Borne, new gods, idolatir. 

Phine. Yes, madam, tnis is our unhappy state; 
Nay, all that Bome adores, they so much hate. 
They fly at you, cause your commanding eyes 
Are great Vespasian's gods and destinies ; 
And if what he adores they can prophane, 
They boast as if they had a Dagon slain. 

Q. Beren. Yes ! I their zeal Jo my dishonour 
prove. 
They boldly would prescribe me whom to love : 
I not alone must quit a glorious state. 
And all the crowns that on my passion wait. 
But the whole power of love I must repeal, 
To please I know not what fantastique zeaL 
I love, and long have lov'd ; nor count it shame 
If to the world my passion I proclaim. 
For the renown of him I love, may hide 
A Princess' blushes, and excuse her pride. 
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Monob. Oh ) my stab'd heart ! what killing 
words I hear I 
"What torturinB pangs most I ia silence bear 1 

[Ande. 
Pkraar. Oh t Divine muaique ! hearken fairest 
saint ! \To Ctartma. 

When will your angel-voice my ears enchant 
With such a song might ravish gods or kings, 
And make the crowing Cupids clap their wings 1 
Claro. When from all goodness I my thoughts 
remove. 
Then heaven perhaps may punish me with love. 
Pkraar. Oh ! may you assume to such a height 
with ^>eed, 
The gods may in your punishment exceed ! 
Be so severe, no heart that e'er despis'd 
The sacred power of love was so chastia'd, 
Q. Beren. And now their fVenzy at a passion 
flies, 
In which, more than in arms, their safety lyes ; 
One smile of mine can Cfesar more subdue 
Than the whole universe in arms can do : 
Yet is my life in so much danger here, 
Each hour some barbarous assault I fear ; 
Nay, coming guarded with a slender train, 
I had, on my approach to town, been slain 
By a fierce ambush for my chariot laid, 
Had not my angel guided to my aid 
This generous Prince unknown, who ever since 

[To Monob. 
Has still employ'd his sword in my defence ; 
And to the King I grateful must appear, 

[Turning io Phraar. 
Whose sword obliges me with safety here. 
Sag. To King Fhraartes' sword our lives, our 
town, 
Altars and temples their protection own 1 
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Pkraar. Beauty &ad gods to worship men pre- 
tend, 
And what they worship they should still defend ; 
Aod they alike in my protection share, 
Because they equally defenceless are. 

Mallh. Well, madam, since our crowds thus rude 
appear, 
We are unwortAy of your presence heroi 
But now the Feast of Passover draws nigh, 
The yearly triumph of DiviDity ; 
When to his Temple all our tribes repair 
From every nation, where they scatter 'd are. 
To sound his praise, and at Ills altars wait, 
The old deliverance to commemorate : 
When our good angel Egypt's first bom slew, 
And all our tribes from ntrfeful bondage drew. 
And through retiring seas a passage made. 
Whilst Kings and elements our powers obey'd. 
This feast we hope you'll with your presence 

grace. 
The chief remain of all our royal race, 

Q. Beren. I gladly would to heav'n my tribute 

pay, 

But great affairs will not admit my stay : 
Part of my solemn invitation here 
Was the due honour I the memory bear 
Of King Agrippa, m; dear brother slain. 
Of our high blood the hope and great remain ; 
Whose royal life by fatal honour lost. 
Your State a friend, and me this sorrow cost. 

Mojwb. Gods I how I tremble at the words I 
hear, [Aside. 

Little thinks she his murd'rer stands so near : 
And less that her fair eyes revenge his blood, 
Ev'n on his heart by whom he was subdu'd. 

Q. Beren. When I the royal body can obtain. 
From those with whom it captive does remain, 
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Here m some tomb, that does devoDtly keep 
Our Other's sacred ashes, it efaall sleep : 
Meanwhile in honour of hie royal name, 
To pay my vowa and offeringB here I came ; 
And now, my public mourning days expire, 
My own affairs command me to retire ; 
But wheresoe'er I shall my prc^ess bend,' 
Your laws and State have an eternal friend. 

Pkraar. And wheresoe'er I this bright beauty 
see, [To Clarma. 

That place shall more than sacred be to me. 

Matlh. My daughter, sir, you too mach honoor 
show. \To Phraar. 

For what your bounty, madam, would bestow. 
We pay our thanks, but we have all decreed, 
We m Jerusalem's defence will bleed. 
We think we war against the gods of Rome, 
And all that die have crowns of martyrdom r 
But though we Roman gods and tyrants hate, 
To your commands we gladly bow our State, 
And the small time you stay command as Queen, 
With all the state our Kings have treated been. 

\_Guards for the King and Qiteen, 
( Ex. Phraar. M&iwb. 
\ Beren. and Clarona. 

Matth. Now with heaven's praises we the day 
have clos'd. 
Some hours in counsel might be well dispos'd ; 
For though we have supprest the rebels' powers. 
And close confin'd them in their vaulte and 

towers, 
Tis said to Edom they've for aid addrest, 
To save poor saints by tyranny opprest j 
And fifteen thousand arbiters of state 
Are on their march, the bus'ness to debate. 
BkI though we slight these advocates' defence, 
We, yet may fear our pris'ners' insolence : 
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Therefore their angiy minds a while to please, 
I sent a train of devout PhariBees, 
The only men the zealots now adore. 
Led too by John our new-made counsellor, 
To ask with mildness, what is their intent i 

Phin. Yea ! but I wish you better men had 

For, sir, in short, your couDsels are betray'd, 
John and the Pharisees unite their aid 
To undermine your power ; the Pharisees 
Their own revengeful humour to appease, 
Because of late you wisely, sir, have ckeckt 
The pride and growth of that usurping Sect. 

Sag, And th' other traitor by designs like these 
To creep in power by unperceiv'd degrees : 
For which he does all villany contemn. 
He fiawns on ua, and then he prays with them. 
To every art and subtlety he flies, 
Them he deludes with prayers, and us with lies. 
The holy place he visits every hour, 
But 'tis to whisper in the rebels' tower ; 
What we consult, wliere to deceive the tout. 
He is at once both perjur'd and devout j 
And does at once loth parties cheat and please, 
Out-faces ua, out-whinea the Fhariaees, 
Who see hia subtle crafts, yet trust him still. 
In love to falsehood and his dext'roua akilL 

MaOh. All these mysterioua characters I've 
read, 
And seen the lurking treachery that'a hid 
In humble fawnings, and in fierce pretence 
To each punctilio of obedience. 
For I'm Bssur'd their treacheries infua'd 
Those false surmiaea, which the crowd abus'd ; 
But they shall find I so much treason hate. 
From foes and traitors too I'll guard the State. 
But they return ! 
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Enter John, and two or three Pharisees. 
J<^n. No hopes or means their furies to dissuade' 
Phin. Dissembling villain ! we're hythee hetray'd. 
John. I'th' name of injur'd piety I'd know 
On whom you all these foul reproaches throw 1 
Phin. On thee, and that felse tribe, who on pre- 

Of rigorous piety and nice innocence, 

Craftily all our interests devour, 
And whine themselves into esteem and power ; 
Casting such mists before the people's eyes, 
Tliat none but they are thought devout or wise : 
Then when they have made the crowd our pow'r 

contemn. 
We must be silent, or depend on them. 

John. Sir, such has been my service to the State, 
That I disdain to bring it in debate, 
And therefore shall not offer a reply 
To such a false injurious calumny. 
But though my wrongs I can with patience bear, 
Methinks my zeal's a little mov'd to hear 
' These good and pious men reproacht ; nay more, 
Zeal and religion wounded on their score. 

1 Phari. You're bold and know not whom yon 



Pkkt. Yes, pious sir ! 'tis an imperious sect, 
Wherewith our land has swann'd three hundred 

years, 
Whose pride in your dividing name appeara ; 
You by the style of Pharisees are known. 
Proud Separatists who common saint-s disown ; 
And, as if you were of diviner birth. 
The rest you style the people of the earth. 

Sag. From ttiese in proud contempt your sect 
withdraw. 
For your seraphic lives correct the law ; 
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And your complexions are so nice and fair. 

You're sick if you but taste a sinner's prayer. 

But Gentiles with such nauseous zeal you fly, 

As if the sight of them defil'd your eye ; 

And thus our people's heajts and wealths you steal. 

Murder and rob with loyalty and zeal, 

And the fond crowd into rebellion draw ; 

Abuse our State, our altars, and our law. 

Pkin. And thou, false traitor, dost us all delude, 
[To John. 
Both us, the rebels, and the multitude. 

/oAw. How ! I delude 1 

Phiti. Yes ! we have read the sense 
Of all your fawnings, pray'rs, and diligence : 
Such as false fiends in active duty pay 
To cheated souls, on whom they hope to prey. 
Most wondrous kind and ready at each call, 
Intending to betray and damn 'em all. 

Match. Yes ! you have not alone your trust be- 
tray'd. 
But false constructions on my councils made, 
Aa if to Rome I would my country yield. 
That by its fall I might my greatness build i 

A crime I so much scorn 

I would not sell the stones on which I tread. 
For all the crowns upon Vespasian's head : 
And now, lest justice should your crimes prevent. 
You to the Edomites for aid have sent ; 
But if they shall press arm'd within the gate, 
I'll treat 'em here, as enemies to th' State. 
And then to shew how 1 their force despise, 
I will the rebels in their sight chastise. 

John. Ha I are my arts and policies descried 1 

[Aside. 
I must defend what 'tis in vain to hide. 
Have I in your assistance wept and pra/d. 
And now must all your guilt on me be laid 1 
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This I deserre from Providence, 'tis trne, 
But 'tis ingrateful wickedn«sH in you. 
Yet I, Heaven knows, did truth, and peace intend, 
By means should be as holy as the end : 
But in this treason I'll no lander share, 
m to my shame the mystery declare. 
'Tis truth, my friends, what these bad men have 
said, \To the Pharisees. 

I'm an impostor, yon are all betray'd ! 
I promis'd peace ; but you are sold to Rome, 
Defend your altars, lives . — the Romans come i 
Dark compacts with idolaters are made, 
And they are hast'ning to these tyrants' aid ; 
Who, to secure the power they so much prize, 
To all the Roman gods will sacrifice. 

Malth. Unheard of impudence ! the fiends that fly 
r th' air will shout at this amazing lie. 

1 Fhar. "Tis truth ! and in thenoly cause we'll 
die ! lAU draw. 

To arms ! to arms I tyrants ! idolatry ! 

Maith. Hold, you deluded men ! what irantic rage 
Has seiz'd you all ) For what would you engage % 

2 Fhar. We to our laws and altars will be true. 
Maith. And to the gold about the altars too. 

1 F/uir. That falsehood soon shall by our swords 

be shewn. 
Matth. You'll goard it from all rapine but your 
own. [An alarm teilhMt. 

But hark ! the city's fill'd with new alarms 1 
Close all the gates I— — > The news t 

Enter A Levitb. 
Levii. To arms, to arms I 
The Edomites are come ! we're all in blood. 
Queen Berenice is assaulted by the crowd. 
Who, as she past, beset her chariot round. 
Where your fair daughter has receiv'd a wound. 
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At which the Parthian King made all give way, 
And, had his god entreated, would not stay ; 
But with five hundred followers of hia own. 
Assisted by his friend, the brave Unknown, 
Piung'd in the throng, whilst both from towers and 

walls 
To the Idumean troope, a rabble calls, 
Ciying, save us 1 save Jerusalem ! and assist 
Your brethren, 'gainst a proud usurping priest. 
Fhin. The treason's out I now let's the traitors 

seize. 
Maitk. Theae are the grand seducers ! fall on 
these! 

[Phinms and the guard chase John aTid the 
Pharisees off the doge. 
Mattk. Now, haste to th' Edomites without the 
gate, [ToSagan. 

And tell 'em they the impious pleasures wait 
Of thieves, who rob what they pretend to guard ; 
And would their aid with sacrilege reward i 
If on fair terms they to depart deny. 
Defend the gates and with your darts reply ! 

[Exai Sagan, 
And now, I, guarded by the sole defence 
Of these blest robes and my own innocence, 
Will to the favourites of heav'n, to know 
What new credentials they have now to show. 
For these proud men their own commissions seal. 
And place their sole authority on zeal. 

[Matthias goes md, and the Temple gates are 
closed, and a guard placed. 
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Act ir. 

Scene I. A Street. 

Aftf^ dashing and shouts withmtL 

Enter Phineas and a IiEVlTE, 

Phin. Triumphant news! Let lis our voices raise, 
And fill the streets with joyful sounds of praise ! 
The Parthian King, with the brave unknown prince. 
Men that seem dropt from heav'n for our defence, 
Have chas'd thfe rebels to their vaults and towers ; 
As storms drive flying billows to the shores. 
. Ler. The King's great soul wants but the light 
Divine, 
To make it every way with glory shine. 
But see ! the train approach the palace gate, 
Whilst joyful crowds on their preserver wait. 

Mnter PHRAARTES, MONOBAZUS, MATTHIAS, QUBEM 

Berenice, Clarona, Semandra, Phedra, 

GuAKDS, tioo or three Prisoners. 
Phraar. You lift your swords against a King I 

from whence [To Prisoners. 

Has your base spirits all this insolence % 
You sordid villains at the best are made 
For the low earth, on which a King should tread. 
By the mean victory my sword has gain'd, 
T have my self and dignity profan'd : 
And can my self no expiation make, 
Lest on their altars I revenge should take : 

Which I forgive ! but drag these slaves away, 

With speed out of your Monarch's sight, and lay 
Their servile necks beneath the high priest's feet ! 
Let him dispose of 'em, as he thinks meet. 

[Gnard can-ies thtm to Matthias, whilst Phraartes 
turns to Clarona. 
Phraar. Fair injur'd power I what offering shall 

I make) 
These I disdain to give, and you to take ; 
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Twere sacriledge designing to &ppeaae 
Your anger with whole hecatombs of these : 
So many Princes at your feet should lye. 
And at your sentence either live or die. 
Howe'er a royal sacrifice I bring. 
The flaming soul of a love-wounded King. 

Claro. Great Prince 1 the joy I in your triumphs 
find 
Has more already than appeas'd my mind. 
For though I know not love, and any flame, 
But that of pure devotion must disclaim, 
Yet for the gen'rous and truly brave 
Of all religions I a friendship have, 
And as for others I my pray'rs employ ; 
For your great soul I'd be content to die. 
And oh 1 — how rich an offering would it be 
To heaven, which you thus vainly make to me. 

Pkraar. Uh ! tell not me of Heav'n and powers 
above. 
There's no Elizium but Clanma's love. 

Claro. To a poor shrine you offer your regard, 
Where you must take devotion for reward. 

Mottob. Madam, you crown, with undeserved 
praise, 
A courage you ^d both inspire and raise. 

Qtt. BtTin. I but my sense of gratitude would 

For what yoar valour, sir, did twice bestow ; 
Nor can the breath by your defence enjoy'd. 
Be better sure than in your praise employ'd. 

Maith. Go ! and abuse the liber» I give, 

[To the Prmrurt. 
'Gainst him, by whose indulgence now you live. 
Not all the wrong I from your bate endure, 
Shall one revengeful deed from me procure ; 
As fellow servants of one Lord abovq. 
You shall enjoy my pity and my love. 

2 17 
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But yet I will empale 1117 master's ground. 
And from the rotten sheep protect the sound. 
1 Phar. Well do the same, and guard them 
from the power 
Of wicked shepherds, who the flock devour. 
Matih. These men Heaven's &vourites them- 
selvea repute, 
And then as such none must their power dispute. 
[frisoMTS are dtsmUt, and Matth. (urns to 
PhraaT. and M(mob. 
Now, valiant Princes, we must pay to you 
The public triumphs which to both are due ; 
And to the mighty Parthian King, who springs 
Of Jewish blood by a long race of Kings, 
Let the great shades of all who wore this crown. 
For their sav'd monuments his valour own. 
And now the stars their twinkling fires disclose, 
And night appmaching summons to repose ; 
Let guards these royal persons wait with care, 
Who both my guests and my protectors are. 

[They all go out attmded idlhagwiyd, exc^l 
MatHiias and Phineas, who stay, and 

Enter Ike Sagan. 
Maltk. Now, what from Edom t will they stay 
or fly, 
And our indulgence or our valour try i 

Sa^. They are resolv'd to guard the rebel crew, 
Till you free them, or else the Romans you. 
Matih. And do they know on whose designs they 

waiti 
Sag. They style 'em saints and guardians of the 
State: 
Till they are free'd they'll not our walls forsake, 
But send for wives and a plantation make. 
Set javelins till they grow, whose martial shade 
Shall serve for shelter, and for ambuscade. 
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Matth. Now it is plain, these Idumeans came 
To add jresh brands to our domestic flame ; 
And on pretence our tumults to appease, 
To share with thieves in public robberies. 
But I'll Bee well to all the guards to-night, 
And if to-morrow the bold Edomite, 
In thieves' defence, to face our walls shall dare, 
Their martial plants unpleasant fruit shall bear. 

\Ex. omnes. 
Scene IL The Palace. 
Enter Queen Berenice attd Semandra. 
Se7nan. Come, madam, please to rest ! this silent 
night 
Kind sleep does to her bowers our sense invite. 

Q. Beren. Let the soft thing to dying lovers go. 
And on despairing minds her balm bestow. 
The joy the happy hour's approaching near, 
When I must leave my dull devotion here, 
And on love's wings to my Vespasian fly, 
Transportfl my soul to such an oxtacy. 
That with an empire's price should not be bought 
The single pleasure of one flying thought. 
Tell me, Semandra, dost thou not espy 
A new delightful spirit in my eye t 
Does not my cheerful blood its revels take, 
And often in my cheeks fresh sallies makel 

Seman. Ah, madam I your triumphant beauties 
wear 
Glories too bright for my weak eyes to bear. 
Q. Beren. Be gone ! thou paint'st me in a flatter- 
ing dress. 
Seman. Bather, no tongue your beauties can 
express. 
[Queen Berm. pulls out a glass and looks in it. 
Q. Beren. Indeed my glasswill needs obliging be, 
I fear th' onEaitbful thing takes part with tnee. 
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Sentan. By all tbat'e fair it does its trust betray. 
Nor half the beauties it receives repay. 

Q. Btr. Nay, I confess I'm pleas'd : for I must 
own 
I was half weary of devotion grown, 
What with the grief for my dear brother's blood, 
What with the damours of the foolish crowd, 
Wbo their own safety madly will oppose : 
What with impatience too at length to close 
These seven long weeks of grave devotion here. 
Which did to me a tedious age appear, 
I was BO tir'd — that now the time is gone, 
Methinks my eyes another aia put on ; 
And lay their penetential looks aside, 
With all the joy of a young smiling bride. 

Semand. Nay, madam 1 never yet in any face, 
Trimuphing love appeared with so much grace. 
But you have often promised to relate 
Your loves ; how long shall my impatience wait 1 

Q. Ber. I have not &ncy rich enough t' ex.- 
plain, 
Half the delights that story does contain. 
'Twas on a great triumphant day at Kome, 
When all the adoration gods assume, 
Or flattering priests ascribe to powers divine, 
When with uncommon flames tiieir altars shine. 
Was to the young victorious Titus paid. 
When he through Home a pompous entry made. 
It were too dull and tedious to display 
The bright and various splendours of that day. 
Young Titus' fame ne'er spoke. him half so fair ; 
Men gaz'd with envy, women with despair. 
We who, the King our father lately dead, 
By rebels cbac't, to Rome's protection fled. 
Were then spectators there — 

Semand. Your stars were kind ; 
For to this mighty fate you were design'd. 
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Q. Ber. And from na all this vote liia mien did 
gain, 
That we had never aeen a braver man : 
I felt my heart a secret flame possess, 
But thought my eyes secur'd my heart sueeesa. 
Tho' Roman ladies did my rank contemn. 
At least my beauty might contend with themu 
And so it prov'd ; for the whole time he staid, 
His sole address was at my altars made : 
Which they resented with such scorn, and pride, 
Some rag'd with madness, some with envy died. 
But, oh my stars ! how pleas'd was I to see 
My beauty thus revenge my qualitie. 
Semand. Oh heaven ! that I that victory had 
seen ! 
And from that time your joys have dated been. 
Q. Sfn: Not to relate how oft th' imperial 
groves 
And gardens have been witness of onr loves ; 
Eternal vows in their delightful shade, 
With an entire exchange of hearts, were made. 
Semand. Since which your stars, propitious to 
yrflXT love. 
Did in few months two Emperors remove, 
That old Vespasian to that glory chose, 
No rigorous laws your passion might oppose ; 
And if those rites he'll stubbornly maintain. 
Few months will period the old Monarch's reign. 

Q. Bar. Name not the Empire ! power I contemn, 
'Tis love I seek, I scorn the diaden). 
Semand. Bnt hark ! delicious sounds that way 
descend. 
The Parthian King's fair mistress they attend. 

[Mftsie within. 
Q. Ber. Sent by the King, no question, and de- 
ragn'd 
To chase sad thoughts from her too pensive mind. 
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That divine creatnre always is above. 
Nothing belov can her attention more. 

Semand. Madam.shealwayslikeaflameascends, 
FromheaTen die came, and towardsheav'nshe tends; 
And has so small concerns for things below 
She never yet was seen to change her brow. 
Sometimes indeed she has let fall a tear. 
But 'twas when others' griefs she chance't to hear. 
Her own are into bowers aad temples made. 
And there she sings as in some pleasant shade. 

Q. Ber. She far excels the happy minds above : 
But cannot her fair soul desceud to love ! 

SemaTid. Yes, as the saints do in the other state ; 
Or guardian angels those on whom they wait. 

Q. Ber. Such sublime friendships may devotion 
please: 
But is the brave yoaug King content with these 1 

Semand. Madam, I doubt he aims at something 

Though it is said he ne'er lov'd so before ; 
He looks upon her as some Heavenly thing. 
And doubts if he should love or incense bring. 

Q. Beren. Well ! my complexion Is not so divine. 
More of this drossy earth is mixt with mine- 
But King Phraartes comes, let us away. 
And strive to hasten on th' approaching Day ! 
Which with the view of him ^all feast my sight. 
Who is both mine and all the world's delight 

lExti. 
Song sung vilMn. 
Hence, hence, thou vain fantastic fear 
Of ills to come, we know not where ; 
Stand not with thy infernal face 
To fright my love from my embrace ; 
To what a height shou'd we love on, 
Wert thou and all thy shadows gone 1 
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Sigh, sigh no more, nor cry forbear ! 

'Tis sin, I neither must nor dare ; 

If sin can in theiie pleasures dwell. 

If this can be the gate of Hell, 

No flesh can hold from eat'ring in ; 

Heaven must forgive so sweet a sin, 

Down, down she does begin to fall, 

And now the shadows vanish all ; 

And now the gate is ope to bliss. 

And now Tm enter'd Paradise ; 

Whilst envying angels flock to view, 

And wonder what it ia we do. 

Enter Phraartes, Monobazus. 
Phrakr. Ah friend I my heart here in an am- 
bush lyes, 
Tm wounded by a spirit in disguise : 
A thing compos'd of prayer, whom if I wed. 
Some incenee cloud must be our nuptial bei 

[M<m. is pensive, and seems not to regard Phra. 
Phraar. But hal my iriend in grief) shall I 

complain. 
Of his unkind retirements still in rain % 

Monob. Sir, you have many sorrows of your own. 
And to add mine would be unkindly done. 

Phraar. I many sorrows 1 thou mistak'st the 

name. 
Too fierce resentments of my injured fame. 
That after man^ a glorious victory. 
When Konie with terror did my valour try, 
That a bold villain should his King betray, 
And bolder Pome should give my crown away ; 
Are wrongs for which not I, but Pome shall grieve, 
Who soon severe correction shall receive, 
Moneb, I do not doubt but your great soul's 

above 
The power of fate, but can you conquer love % 
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Phraar. Thou find'et the only weakness of my mind. 
There I must own some tenderness I find. 
An unknown passion makes my spirit bow ; 
Whose insolence I never felt till now. 
I've seen, admir'd, ador'd, yea I and enjoyd, 
Till both my eyes and appetite were cloy'd. 
Beauties of all complexions, nations, graces, 
Hourly attended once on my embraces. 
Each hour to different pleasures I couid go ; 
Now cool my blood in the European snow. 
Then heat it at the Asian fires again. 
Then boil it o'er a aun-bumt African ; 
But this one beauty has suhdu'd me more, 
Than all the armies of 'em did before. 

Monob. But to her captive she will mercy shew. 

Phraar. Oh ! she is colder than the mountains' 
snow. 
To such a subtile purity she's vrrought. 
She's prayed and fasted to a walking thought. 
She's an enchanted feast, most fair to sight, 
But starves the appetite she does invite ; 
Flies from the touch of sense, and if you dare 
To name but lore, she vanishes to air : 
Ten days has this bright flame confin'd me here, 
Suling my soul with tyranny severe. 
But too much talk on my own griefe I spend : 
Now let me hear the sorrows of my friend. 

Mmob. Reservedness to so great a Prince were 
rude, 
And to so brave a friend ingratitude. - 
Have yon not heard of Monohazns' name 1 

Phraar. Yes, Prince;, and am acquainted with 
your fame, 
The valiant brother of the Adiabenan King.* 

[En^/races him. 
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What wandering fortunes cou'd thee hither bring "i 
I've heard how thou didst guard his life and 

crown, 
When slaves wou'd have depoe'd him from the 

throne, 
Because some merchant jews, 'mon^t other wares. 
Had made him change his own belief for theirs. 

Monob. Service beyond the gratitude of Kings, 
Like crimes, misfortune on the subject brings ; 
So he the least acknowledgements disdain'd, 
And sought the life of him by whom he reign'd. 
Thrice I his armies beat in open field. 
Making his struggling fate entirely yield ; 
Subjecting Kings that to his aid he drew ; 
One in the head of all his troops I slew, 
Then gave him back his vanquieh'd crown, and went 
By my own doom to willing banishment 
EJjving the world I hither chanc't to stray, 
And drawing nigh this town in close of day. 
It was my fate, by an old shady wood. 
To see a chariot with arm'd troops pursn'd ; 
With my own train to its relief I made. 
And came not much untimely to its aid, 
But for my own repose with too much speed ; 
For scarce I had th' assaulted [^chariot] freed. 
But straight a goddess, or a thmg more bright, 
With murdering beauties charg'd my dazzl'd sight. 

Pkraar. And 'twas the Queen t 

Monob. It wounds my heart to tell. 
It was the sister of the King who fell 
By my curst sword ; and she was going then 
To mourn the death of him, whom I had slain. 

Phraar. Killing surprize ! I pity now thy flame. 
And shall no more thy sad retirements blame. 

\ClaT<ma appears above in Ike Balcony in her 
nigki-dress, iri(A a taper in one hand, and a 
book in the other. 
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But ba ! whence comes this golden dart of light. 
Which on the sudden wounds the breast of night t 

Mmob. See ! some new wonder, sir, invites our 
eyes ! \SheiBS Clar. 

Phraar. The chief indeed of Jewish prodigies. 
,Yonng, fair, and woman, and without desire, 
The only miracle I can admire. 

Mmob. She's at devotion sure, for, it ia said, 
Thrice in the night she from her downy bed, 
And soft repose, does her fair body raise, 
And from her window towards the Temple prays. 

Phraar. Nay, from above she certainly dropt 
down, 
And like some Syren in a tempest thrown 
From her own element, and place of birth, 
Can relish none of all the joys on earth. 
I am all flame at sight of one so fair. 

Moiwh. I am all shade, and wander in desp^. 

Phraar. She's giving audience to some angel now; 
I must disturb 'em, for I jealous grow. 

Monob. May your fair goddess to your prayers 
be kind, 
m go relate my sorrows to the wind. [Exit, 

Phraar. Clarona ! 

Clar. Ha ! Who calls I 

Phraar. A wretched thing 
That begs your pity. 

dar. The great Parthian King ! 
What is it creeps into his royal breast 
This stormy night, and drives awa^ his rest 1 

Phraar. What shou'd, or can disturb my rest, 
but love ) 
That bearded shaft which nothing can remove. 
But you are still engag'd in heav'nly things, 
And have no pity for poor mortal Kings. 

Clar. Alas, sir ! do you my compassion crave t 
Your glorious acts my admiration have. 
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Phraar. And yet not love where admiration's 

duel 
Clar. Oh, yes ! my love does the whole world 
pursue 
With all the blessings of my hourly prayer, 
And you, the noblest part, have sure your share. 
Phraar. Bleesings and prayers, and at a common 

Where the whole world is an invited guest ; 
Do not crowd me amon^ the sordid rout, 
Where all your charity is dol'd about. 
But me to noble entertainments bring. 
And treat me like a lover and a King ; 
Nor shall the saucy world sit down with me, 
Qods at this feast shall my attendants be. 

Clar. Keligion is a feast of tj^e delight. 
To which might I your glorious soul invite. 
You never wou'd repent your happy state. 
And I with joy wou'd at your table wait. 

Phra. My relish no camelion's food endures. 
My love I long to entertain with yours ; 
Let souls like planets be with vapours fed. 
Invite my senses to the nuptial bed. 

Clar. I merit not so great a Monarch's throne : 
But were I worthy, I am not my own. 
I am the child of sacrifice and prayer. 
Bom when the womb did totally despiur. 
My soul was kindled at an altar flame ; 
Religion gave instructions for my frame ; 
And nature punctually her rules obey'd, 
And me exactly for religion made. 
And from my birth I've educated been 
A maid of honour to that mighty Queen ; 
And now am heaven's adopted daughter grown, 
And, like some virgin heiress of a throne, 
Guaided and waited on by spirits, fed 
By prayer and contemplation, angels' bread. ' 
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Enclos'd from all the vorld, and Bcarcely dare 
Mil my devoted breath with common air, 
And in this Btat« I ever must remain. 
And not in thought my virgin-whitenesa stain. 

Phra. Blest news I the only glory I design : 
Now you are tit for no embrace but mine. 
And I have long desir'd to mix my blood 
With some celestial daughter of a god. 

Clar. Your mortal deities, sir, may bestow 
Their daughter#on you, yet your match below. 
The King I hope will these expressions bear; 
But yet if I of his religion were, 
I in the same condition would remtun ; 
For I wou'd be of chaste Diana's train ; 
In woods and forests breathe untainted air, 
And against love an open war declare ; 
And e'er your little god shou'd conquer me, 
With Daphne, I'd be tum'd into a tree, [Exil. 

Phra. You shou'd not long within your bark re- 
main, 
I wou'd embrace yon into life ^ain. 

Eftier a Gentlebian. 
But ha ! here's one with news. 

Gen. Haste, sir, and see 
The stormy air all fill'd with prodigy I 
A numerous army in the sky appears. 
And every troop a bloody banner bears. 
They march along in the moon's timorous light, 
Then dive in air and vanish from our eight. 

Phra. This is some charm'd and visionary land, 
I scarce can trust the ground on which I stand ; 
Their earth oft trembles, and their buildings groan, 
Built like the Theban walls of living stone : 
Their stars grow comets, clouds arm'd legions 

breed. 
Each has more warriors than the Trojan steed : 
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Wonden, not fishes, spawn within their seaa, 

And all the winds that blow breathe prophecies. 

Nor are their people of a kind entire, 

But got betwixt devotion and desire. 

But let as see if natare with a grace 

Can shew her tricks, and cheat me to my face. 

[Exeunt. 



Act III. Scene I. 
Thi <mtv>ard Court of the Temple. 
Enier MArnuAfl, Paineas, Sagan, Guard. 
Mattk. An army in the air ? 
Sag. I saw it move I 
Phin. And round the sky troops of iron chariots 

drove. 
Sag. Throng all the air they scattered rays so 
bright, 
As if their prancing steeds were shod with light. 
Phin. Straight of the sudden all the shapes were 

The war-like imagery was taken down ; 
Folded in pitchy clouds, and roll'd with care 
Into the wardrobe of the wealthy air. 

Sa^. The martial atoms, from their noble form 
DiBSolr'd in cloiids, now combat in a storm. 

PMn. The air ungovem'd by its Prince, the sun, 
Like factious states, to anarchy does run ; 
Wind, thunder, rain, and lightning strive to share. 
Like rebels, all the provinces o'th' air. 
See ! how the clouds like angry surges fly, 
And dash the crystal beaches of the sky ! 

Sag. The stormy night now she her period 
knows. 
Cruel and fierce, like an old tyrant, grows ; 
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Whilst all her train, before her mistress dies, 
Bevel about, aod ransack all the skies. 

Matth. This tempest comes from Heaven's dis- 
pensive hand. 
These divine riddles who can understand "i 
What means that fiery sword's mysterious ray, 
Which o'er our shaking towers night and day, 
In Heaven's bright canopy does proudly shine. 
As brandisht by the majesty divine I 

Sag. Methinka Jerusalem, at her solemn feast, 
Seems treated like the tyrants trembling guest. 
In purple clad, her table richly spread. 
But death and horror hanging o'er her head. 

Phin. Heaven's arch ne'er shone with such a 
light before. 
It seems as if some anget lictor bore 
The blazing fasces, at the passing by 
Of some divine procession in the sky, 

Matth. Alas ! we in Jerusalem daily see 
A greater, and a living prodigie : 
A man-like echo pin'd into a sound, 
A walking vault that does one tone rebound ; 
And night and day does in our streets proclaim. 
With restless soul, woes to Jerusalem ; 
And nor for prayers nor racks concem'd will be, 
But senseless as Dodona's vocal tree. 
But. ha ! the wrestling winds are out of breath. 
And all is silent now, like sleep or death. 

Fkin. The tilting winds have atopt in full career. 
And the fierce lightning now has broke his spear. 

Sag. The appeas'd clouds now mildly kiss the 
shore 
Of that bright sky they did assault before, 

[Noise is heard like an earthquake. 

Matth. What frightful noise is that 1 

Sag. In the earth's womb 
The four imprison'd winds contend for room. 
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Malik. The shaking earth is seiz'd with 
trembling pangs, 
And on thin air the vaulting city hangs. 

J^ small voice w heard. 

Phin, Hark ! a shrill voice beneath the altar 
cries. 

Sag. Some ominous bird Bure through the Temple 
eies. 

[The Prophtt is discovered asle^ ly the altar. 
But ha ! see where the restless prophet's thrown : 
That is the ominous bird, whose frightful tone 
Fills all Jerusalem with panic fear. 
What pow'rful demon has convey'd him there ? 

Phin. The spirit of Ob, that in the wizard cries. 
From whence he has his lying prophecies, 
Seize on the shrieking owl ! shall he alone 
Have rest, that lets Jerusalem have none ) 

Matth. Forbear ! this creature, like a trumpet, 
knows 
No sound he ^ves j it is Heaven's breath that blows. 
[Prophet wakes and rises. 

Proph. From the bright dwellings of the rising sun. 
And from hia resting place when day is done. 
From the four winds and the earth's hollow womb, 
A voice, a voice, — a dreadful voice is come ; 
A voice against our elders, priests, and scribes. 
Our city, temple, and our holy tribes ; 
Against the bridegroom, and the joyful bride. 
And all that in Jerusalem reside. 
Woe, woe, woe ! — 

Phin. Stop, stop the witch I 

Matth. Hold ! let him pass secure. 
His raving sou! does pain enough endure, 
■And his unconquer'd flesh no torment lacks, 
H'as wearied torturers and torn the racks ; 
As if unsoul'd, and acted by some power 
That sent him here, as fate's ambassador. 
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Phin. No law of n&tions ehou'd be his defence, 
He seems an agent for some peetileDce. 
MaUh. Begone, poor wretch, and seek thy own 
repoee! 
And Heaven prepare as for these threaten'd woes. 
PropA. Woe, woe, woe ! [Ex. Proplut. 

Phin. He grates my ears with tbis unpleasant 
sound: 
Bat hark ! a voice does ftnm the vanlt rebonnd. 
\A great voice is heard from undar the stage like 
a lube. 
Matlh. A voice ! 'tis thunder, or some Pagan Qod 
Groans here tormented, chace't from his abode. 

[The voice cries, " Let us depart I" 
" Let as depart," the horrid voice does cry ! 
What art that call'st, and whither shou'd we fly t 
Phin. The Temple lives ! it mov'd before and 

The bars that fetter'd it, and now it spoke. 

MaUh, It rather dies I and these a&Hghtful 
groans 
Are its departing soul's contending moans. 

[The VeU flies open, and shews the Sanctum 



Matth. But oh ! retire ! the sacred curtain tears, 
And all the Temple's bright third Heaven appears ; 
And, to the prophanatiou of our eyes, 
£:£poses all the divine tnysteries. 

Sag. It seems as if the starry Heaven were rent, 
And angels shone through the torn firmament. 

MaMh. And see! one of that bright and heavenly 
quire 
Appears above, all clad in robes of fire ; 
And now does &om the golden roof descend, 
Whilst the vaults groan, and yielding arches bend. 

Sag. Let's fall upon our faces, lest we die. 

Phin. Haste to tne incense altar ! let us fiy. 
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Matth. You msylButl fix'd here Till bddly 
stay, 
And hear what this stnuige messenger vUl aay: 

[j4n Angel descends over the allar, and speaJcs. 

Ana. Stay, stay your flight, fcmd men I Heav'n 
doefl despiee 
All your vain incense, payers, and sacrifice. . 
Now is arriv'd Jerusalem's &tal hour, 
When she and eacri£ce must be no more. 
Long against Heaven hast thou, rebellious town, 
Thy public trumpets of defiance blown ; . 
Didst open wars against thy Lord maintain, 
. And all his messengers of peace hast slain ; 
And now the hour of his revenge is come, 
Thy weeks are finish'd, and thy slumb'ring doom, 
Whicb long has laid in the divine decree,. 
Is now arous'd from bis dull lethargie ; 
His army's rais'd, and his commission seal'd. 
His order's given, and cannot be repeal'd : 
And now thy people, temple, altars, all 
Must in one total desolation fall. 
Heav'n will in sad procession walk the round, 
And level all thy buildings with the ground ; 
And from the soil, enrich'd with human blood, ' 
Shall grass spring up where palaces have stood : 
Where beasts sbail feed, and a revenge obtain. 
For all the thousands at thy altars slain. 
And this once blessed house, where angels came 
To bathe their aiery wings in holy flame, 
Like a swift vision or a fash of tight. 
All wrapt in fire, shall vanish in thy sight ; 
And thrown aside amongst the common stor^ 
Sink down in Time's abyss, and rise no more. 

[The Angel asttnds. 

Matth. Oh, wondrous vision ! Oh, I. faint w.ta 
fear! 
Was it a human voice that fill'd my eai ) 

2 IS 
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A real sight that entertain'd my eye. 
Or waB I snatch'd into some extasy 1 

Sag. Whether I dream't or died I cannot tell. 
For yet more life does in a statue dwell 

Fkin. I Uv'd and wak'd, and with these stedfast 
eyes 
Saw the strange vision both descend and rise ; 
And with a voice, that cou'd no ears deceive, 
Heard it speak wonders more than I'll believe. 

Maiih. Did he not tell us, in a threat'nlng tone, 
Jerusalem's fatal hour was hast'ning onl 
As if that ours-' and truth's eternal sun 
Had but few minutes of his race to run. 
And this bright Heaven shou'd then be taken down. 
And among all Time's common trophies thrown % 

Pkin. It did ! 

Maiih. It must be some illusion then ! 
The starry Heav'n shall not so long remain. 
Its basis cannot so much strength afford. 
That stands on nature, this on nature's lord. 
Nay, that depends on this — For d'ye suppose 
Th' unwearied sun his daily progress goes, 
And the earth's womb her various off-spring bears, 
Only as vassals to idolaters ? 
And yields her gums and spices to maintain 
^ Some glutton's table, or some idol's fane ; 
And heaven and earth round in ayoke should draw, 
To grind for those that break their maker's law ) 

Phin. No, 'tis for us that wait on his commands : 
For us the worid was made, for us it stands. 

Maiih. Yes, on these columns the whole arch is 
bent. 
This golden roof supports the firmament. 
The sun with altar-flames adorns his head. 
And from this oil the heav'nly lamps are fed ; 
And all the order which in nature dwells 
But dances to the sound of Aaron's bells. 
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That to aay Heav*!! will ruin on us send, 
Ib to decltiTe the world is at an end, 
And nature is disbanding all her powers ; 
Then falls the Temple of the world, and ours. 

Sag. If to tradition we may credit give, 
Ages will roll about ere that arrive, 
For yet two thouaand years ere we are bleat 
With the Sabatick thousand years of rest. 

I'lun. Besides, we yet expect our promis'd King, 
At whose approach a golden age must spring ; 
And a long train of smiling years ensue, 
When joyful nature shall her youth renew ; 
And all the powers that now the earth invade, 
Shall vauish each like a gigantic shade. 
And the whole globe shall but two monarchs have, 
Him, and the sun, his tributary slave. 

Matth. Those things lye safe in promises divine, 
As the rich gold lies ripening in the mine. 
And, like the Babylonian pensile bowers, 
They are borne aloft on never yielding towers : 
Towers of finn truth which may our faith delight, 
Tho' the fair gardens are above our sight. 
Then whatsoe'er these things portend, we know. 
Though famine, plague, and wars may lay us low, 
The world may sink, but not one stone of these, 
'Till faithfiil Heav'n performs his promises. 
But come ! No sleep to-night shall close my eyes. 
Go summon all the Sanhedrim to rise. 
We'll find what fit constructions there can be 
Of this strange sight, and stranger prophesie. 

lExeurd. 
Scene II. The Palace. 
Enter Furaartes and Monobazus. 

Mtmob. Things of more wonder never fill'd my 
eye! 

Phraar. Nor ever mine a prettier novelty ! 
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Moncb. Noreltyt 

Pkraar. Why 1 moat I astonisht proves 
To see by moon-liglit & few shadows move 1 

Monob. No, sir 1 but these no commou shadows 
are, 

Phraar. And that's the <Hily cause you think 
them rare. 
Were thunder, lightning, an edipee o' th' sun, 
And all the feats by light and shadow done, 
But once or twice in several ages shewn, 
Mankind would all of 'em for wwidere own : 
Think gods apoear'd, and iall upon the knee. 
Each time, pernape, they did a rain-bow see. 

MoruA. Nature frames those, these nature's 
works surpass. 

Pkraar. Why more than shadows in a looking^ 
glass t 
At first, no doubt, they did mankind surpzis^ 
And they were judg'd stapendous prodigies. 
There are strange births peculiar to each clime, 
Monsters are bred out of .^)g3^tiaii alime. 
These may be natives of the Jewish air, 
Bred of the iiimea of sacrifice and prayer. 

Monob. Yes ! did they slaughter men, we might 



Their souls might for revenge those shapes assume : 
But the poor beast does perish in the flame, 
And has no soul to play an aftergame. 
Phraar. But may not atoms meet which flame« 
disperset 
Bevelling atoms made the nniverae. 
Or may not num'rous heaps of victims shun, 
Dislodge the transmigrated souk of men. 
Which stript of the warm flesh they love to wear. 
Get for the present some thin raga of air t 
Or rather, spight of all our wisdom knows, 
These may be real men we shapes suppose t 
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For all these spacious r^ons of the eky, 
Can never ^raste like Lybian desarts lye. 
Katnre frames nothing for a vain intent, 
And no doubt peoples every element. 
The sea has mermaids, and the purer air. 
May nymplis of a more fine complexion bear ; 
And these were jolly yonths, who in our sight 
Might celebrate some feHtiral to-night ;. 
For round the aiery plains their chariots drove, 
As if tbey kept Olympian games above. 

Mouob. All this is raillery ! for if a throng 
Of wand'ring tribes had there been planted long, 
The busy people of our glebe below 
Had found, perhaps had conquer'd 'em ere now. 
No, they are bubbles sdA have Ho abode, 
And only speak the greatness of that Gktd 
Who guards this State, and do so strange appear, 
I would my own weak tittle godcasbi^. 
And this more mighty Jewish one adore. 
But when I once have offered to a power. 
To him, as to my King,. I loyal prove. 
Or to the Mend or mistress that I love. 

Phraar. And I to these so Iktle credit give, 
I scorn a god that by his trit^ moat live. 
I from all shadows set my vassals free, 
And plainly bid 'em fe&r no power but me. 
But ha I kind fortune to my anas does fly, 
Th' accesses to the gardens open lye, 
Where ott Clarona on the gods bestows 
The hours design'd ly nature for repose. 
Some happiness is near, my heart forbodea, . 
I'll in and ehace away my rival gods. \Ex^. 

Monob. Oh I that my rivala were m weak as 
they! 
The great, the brave YesMsiaii ban m^ way. 
Glory and empire are to female blood 
More tempting dang'rous rivals than a god. [Exit. 
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The scene changet to a garden, Clahoma. oiUep. 
Elder Phraartes, 

Phraar. Oh ! whither love hast thou thy wand'rer 
ledt 
Mv feet profane the ground on which they tread. 
All the abstracted sweets in nature found. 
Lye here together in a slumber bound. 
No mortal can resist the charming bliss ; 
Thia hand does raviah from my lips a kiss. 

\Clarona mxkes. 

Clar. Save me, good spirits ! what shade is that 
BO nigh t \SlaTU at the sight of Phraartes. 

Phraar. No ghost, or shadow, but substantial I. 

Clar. The iSng ! 

Phraar. Yonr slave I may I your pardon gain. 
That I your sacred privacy profane ! 
Wand'ring iu solitude the gardens round, 
I all accesses hither open found- 
Coming to sigh away the hours of night 
Under your window ; — ^by the moon's pale light, 
"Who o'er yoor face her silver garment spread, 
I found you slumh'ring on this rosy bed. 
It was impossible from hence to go. 
With wonder fixt to earth, I here might grow. 
My root wou'd wantonly beneath you creep, 
To snck the sweets of earth on which you sleep. 
This I might do, shou'd I here longer stay, 
Yet then as easily be torn away. 

Clar. On the night's wonders gazing all alone, 
Weary and pensive here I sate me down. 
And to a gentle sleep resigD'd my sense. 
Not fearing thia my servant's negligence. 
Phraar. My stars contriv'd it thus to crown my 
love, 
And I their noble Hndaesa will improve. 
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"Sow is the goldoi minute come at last, 
The rich extraction of a thousand past, 
"Which like the patient chymist I have spent 
In toil, and many a vain experiment. 
And, oh I my stare 1 if now I let it go. 
Never this blessing on me more bestow. 

Clar. What does the King by this discourse 
des^t 

Phra. Oh I youth and love will help you to divine. 
What meaning did young Troylus display, 
When to the Grecian tente where CresBeid lay, 
From Troy in such a kind conspiring night 
And hour as this, be stole to his delight t 
What meant Leauder, when at such an hour 
He labour'd through the waves to Hero's tower. 
Whilst on the shore to ravish him she stood, 
From the embraces of the faitliless flood ) 

Clar. Are you the King ! 

Phra. Exdted hy such bliss, 
I am a god, and you my paradise. 
Where e'er I wander pleasures crowd my way, 
And I with every one a life cou'd stay, 
Oh ! I con'd dwell an age upon this band ; 
But shon'd I to those cheeks or lips ascend. 
Such numerous delights my senses court, 
To gather all eternity's too short. 

Clar. What has this change in King Fhraartea 
made) 
Will be my ears with such discourse invade 1 
He who approacht me with so great an awe. 
Priests with less reverence near altars draw ; 
That any thing was sacred did deny. 
On earth, in nature, or in Heaven, but I. 
What have I done that has my honour stain' d. 
And made me now deserve to be profan'd 1 

PAro. Can any temples be profan'd by prayer, 
Or altars hy the victims which th^ bear t 
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Clar. By victiins «inful and impure tbey may : 
And only aach you at my altare Uy. 

Phra. You wrong my inooeent and spotless love. 

Clar. Convince me of it, and from hwice reiaoTe 
Him who my niin did attempt to-ni^ht, 
I mean yourself, for ever &om my sight 

Fhra. from t^eir foundAtions bid me mountains 
tear, 
Or hale a fixed star omt of hia si^ere, 
Bemove the world, as soon I could obey. 
As take myself from henee, whilst here you stay. 
This is my HeaVn which I with toil attain, 
And shall I now leap down to earth again } 
My anns for safety I around you spread, 
Throw me from this hi^ happiness I'm dead 1 

Clar. Yon on a precipice wou'd safely dwell, 
Bat you wou'd sUive to ikrow me down to helL 
You for my ruin are by heU design'd. 
And chosen for it out of all mankind. 
As having all their excellence and more, 
By whom he thousands had subdu'd before : 
. The serpent io your figure, I'beheve, 
Stole into Faradiee and niin'd £ve : 
With such a pleasing tongue he spoke his suit. 
And with such hands bestow'd the fatal &uit. 
That to put alt his troope at once to flight, 
I must for ever banish you my edght. 

Pkra. Hell and his troops into deatruction go, 
My love of their designs does nothing know : ' 
My love's intentions generous have been ; 
But if for -you to love again be sin. 
Be sav'd I pursue the joys you eall divine ; 
Attain your Heav'n, thoa^ I despair of mine. 
But pray let me be sav'd a little too. 
The Heav'n I cannot compass let me view, 

Ciar. No, sir, in pity I deny your prayer. 
Why shou'd I keep you in a scorchiug air. 
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When I no eaae or pleasure can beetow % 
If to a cooler clime j^oa vill not go. 
The snn wheBe heat does your dweasee breed, 
Tan your fair virtues, and your tormentg feed, 
Thus, sir, I will for ever doud from you ; 
This I am bound iu charity to da 

PAra, Spare your compassion, and unveil'd re- 
main, 
I am your enemy and beg for pain. 
Let not BO great a sinner torment wtuit. 

Clar. Bes nothing of me, for I'll nothing grant. 

PAra. What, not to see you ) are those beauties 
made 
To pine and itither in a barren shade "S « ' 

Clar, Ask me no more, I will no more reply.— 

Pkraar. And will you then one parting view 
deny 1— 
Sun rise no more, for ever quench thy light, 
For now the world has nothing worth our ai^t 



Act IV. Scene I. 

A Room in the Teteer. 

Elder JoHN, Eleazar, Pharisees, dx. 

Eleaz. How 1 for these several hours in council 

satel 

' John, Close in a tower with guards at eveiy 

gate: 
All their designs they hide ; but it is said. 
Some tender lambs must be to slaughter led. 
1 Pkraar. With blood of saints he stains the 
holy chair. 
He is a tyrant and idolater. 
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John. I fear through frailty he too much indmes, 
And am in doubt some impious thing designs \ 
Nay, am as§ur'd — Nay, since it must be known, 
The horrid viUany'a already done !— 
TeBpasian is our sovereign lord declar'd. 
And crowns of gold are for bis head prepar'd. 
Nay, at an hour when all in sleep lay drown'd, 
A guard in secret brought an image crown'd : 
His head a gilded wreath of laurel wore. 
His face Vespasian's proud resemblance bore. 
"Tis in the palace hid, but they design 
At his approach it shall in public shine ; 
Stand in the temple, and our laws defy, 
And all th«t will not bow to it shall die. 

Eleaz. Ob horrid ! horrid I well, oh stormy air! 
For divine vengeance may'st tbou troops prepare. 

2 PhaT. It is a plot I plainly understand, 
To mm-der all the zealous of the land. 

John. Heaven knows with grief I stain his mit- 
red haira : 
Who lays me near him as the robes he wears. 
But in my soul it did impatience breed. 
To think the sheep should by the shepherd bleed : 
To see the Temple by the priest defil'd : 
Nay more, to see the father kill the child, 
And if myself unfaithful I proclaim, 
In saving it, I'll glory in my shame. 

Eleaz. Appease your soul, if this can treason be, 
'Tis holy falsehood, pioue treachery. 

John. But yet all falsehood has the face of ill 

I Phar. In a good cause 'tis hut religious skilL 

John. Nay, to preserve the choice ones of the 
land, 
Pd be the earth on which their tower should 

stand: 
For though our lights by various names we call. 
Like jewels still there's beauty in us all. 



ciq mod t, Google 



THX DBSTRUCnOK OF JERDBALXH. 283 

And though 1 ike brethren ' mong'st ourselves we fight, 
'GainBt foster-fathers we can all unite. 

Eleaz. No more I we'll have his blood. The tyraat 
dies! 
The priest shall be the morning sacrifice. 

2 Phar. He does the priestly diadem defile, 
And we'll avenge the consecrated oiL 

John Nay, since your zeal's inflam'd. 111 lead 
you on. 
And with my aid my former guilt atone ; 
For friendship's sake I did the cause betray, 
But now I will the heavenly call obey. 
A brazen ima^ stands before my eyes ; 
Kevenge ! revenge ! a voice within me cries, 
Eill, kill these curst apostates, who design 
To set hell's standard midst the camp divine, 
^lare not a man who in his list is found, 
who spares a traitor does religion wound. 

Eleae. I'm thirsty for their blood I 

IPhar. And II 

2 Phar. And 1 1 

8 Phar. To eat their flesh were holy gluttony. 

J<An. It were I and Heaven no doubt would 
bless the meal, 
Such unclean beasts we might devour with zeal. 
Bnt their foul flesh shall not be so prefeir'd ; 
In craws and paunches it shall be interr'd. 
They have no right to any other tomb. 
Nor shall defile Jerusalem's sacred womb. 

£/«<K. Their Houle renounce the gardens of the just, 
Nor shall their bodies here pollute their dust. 

1 Phar. But when shall we attempt this blessed 

How many swords ) what forces do we need t 

2 Phar. For they are strong, and keep an hourly 
guard, 

And our poor Idumeaa friends, debarr'd 
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From aiding us, under their bucklers lye, 
Besieg'd by all the fury of the sky. 
/oAn. Ask you for aid, when you Heav'ii'B service 

do) 
We are too strong, th' idolaters too few. 
We have our cause, our innocenee, and prayer. 
Nay, we have armies mustering In the air ! 
And are to anna inrited from aboire, 
The winds are join'd to represent our love. 
Troops rendezvous'd in clouds to shew from 

whence. 
In our distress, we may expect defence. 
A fire shone round the Temple to declare. 
Pure Reformation is enkindled there. 
The brazen gates untouch'd were seen to move, 
To let us know the gates of divine love 
Were opening to us, if we'll enter in. 
And now Jerusalem's glory does begin. 

Eleaz. Oh I blessed hour I and yet more, blessed 

we, 
Who in this work the instruments shall be. 

1 J'har. We are too few the sweet rewards to 
share. 

2 Fhar. They will be more than human strength 
can bear. 

Eleax. Nay, we to farther aid have no pre- 
tence, 
But yet our Mends, that come tor our defence. 
May, of our mighty deeds, spectators be. 

JMm. They diall admittance have in charity. 
Not that in such a cause their swords we need : 
A cause that will reward each drop we bleed. 
Sinners who die in it may, at the price 
Of a few traitors' heads, buy Paradise. 
Has any here— r— 
Belil'd a sister, or a father slain 1 
A traitor's blood will wash away the stain. 
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And if to BinnerB snch rewards accrue, 

What joys, wliat pleasures will be shower'd on yoa, 

Who are all Baints, 

Omn. All, all ! 

Eleaz. I am Id pain 1 
My breast cannot my furious zeal contain. 

John. And now, my friends, when Providenoe 
shall deal 
Rewards and blessings to your faithful zeal ; 
And you shall make division as you please, 
0' th' hoarded wealth of richest palaces ; 
Oh, do not cast a hot and lustful eye 
Upon the Temple, if she naked lye, 
And her bright gold should on your fingers 

smile; 
Take heed I for that will all the rest defile. 

1 Phar. Oh, doubt us not I 

/{Are. Still barring all constraint j 
For nothing is so sacred as a saint. 
And in our own defence we may make bold, 
Serving our master, with our master's gold. 

One enters. 
But see I the spy we at the palace plac'd. 
To watch the Sanhedrim, returns in haste. 

Mess. 0, sirs I to anna I a voice from Heaven 
calls! 
From foggy clouds a sleepy unguent falls : 
And some good angel round the palace flies, . 
And with it has anointed all their eyes ; 
But to the priests does double portions give. 
That nothing in the palaCe se^ns to live ; 
But a few pining lamps, that bum so dim. 
They seem as dro?*sy as the Sanhedrim. 

John. Tis plain, Heav'n aids our holy canse, and 
sends 
A spirit to bind their hands, and help his friends. 
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2d Phar. If we with speed these traitors not 
destrov. 
Angels will do't, and rob us of the joy. 

M Phar. Haste, baste ! let us go fire tlie palace 

straight. 
John. No ! first assbt oar iriende without the gate. 
Both shelter and revenge will now be good. 
Ekax. Yes ! let them warm themselves with 

traitors' blood. 
Zd Phar. But will not the strong gate despise 
our pains ! 
Tis clad in iron, and girded round with chains. 

John. Fear not, I can the sacred tools produce. 
Kept in the tower for the Temple's use, 
And they can force it open in a trice, 
With as much ease as prayer does Paradise. 
Eleaz. Haste, haste I the cocks have thrice alarm'd 
the dawn. 
And night's black chariot, as by whirl -winds 

drawn, 
Drives on to its last stage in solemn state. 
Whilst raging storms on her retinue wait. 
Now whilst the tempest rocks the drowsy town, 
Oh ! let the heavenly work with speed be dona, 
2 Phar. Now is the time! their souls, like flocks 
of sheep. 
Are kept for sacrifice in folds of sleep. 

1 Phar. The talking echoes can convey no noise. 
The busy tempest all the air employs. 

Etiier ONE with iron bars and tods. 
John. See ! see ! the blessed instruments are 
come! 
Now sinners hasten your eternal'doom. 
Hell will be crowded with the numerous flight 
Of unclean birds we shall unperch to night 
To arms I 
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All. To arms, to arms ! 

J(An. But firet let's ewear, 
That each shall equally the danger sh&re. 
By Jerusalem ! [AUlifl up thiir hands. 

All. By Jerusalem I 

John. By the Temple ! 

AU. By the Temple 1 

Johti. By the altar ! 

All. By the altar ! 

John. By the most hinding oath which we caii 
swear. 
By Corban ! the divine oblation there. 

All. By Corban ! 

/oA». Now let each draw his consecrated aword, 

Corban's the oath, and liberty the word. 

So if I now succeed in this design, [Aside. 

One more religious lie, the mitre's mine, [axmnt. 

[A noise of breaking lucks and fordng gates. 

The scene is dragon, and Matthl^s, Sagan, 
Phineas, and Ike whole Sanhedrim cCre re- 
presenied sifting asleep, lamps burning, and 
the guards asleep at the gate. 

The gkosf of Herod arises. 
Ghost. Cries, shrieks, and groans from a lament- 
ing crowd. 
The air fill'd with wandering souls, the streets with 

blood I 
In seas of fire the falling buildings drown'd ; 
In chains of sleep the priests for slaughter bound, 
Pit pleasure for a tyrant's ghost, like me : — 
Worthy my pilgrimtee from hell to see. 
Sleep on, you damn'd torment ora of mankind, 
That human souls in aiery fetters bind, 
And all their little pleasures dearly sell, 
And will not let 'em go in peace to hell. 
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And thoa, proud town, who styl'st thy self 

divine. 
Queen of the world, Heav'ns eaithly coucubise, 
Who all his favour to thy self hast gain'd, 
Art at th' expence of miracles maintain'd, 
And fill'st the gazing world with panic feare,^ — 
Tremble J for see within thy walls appears, 
The brightest vision of this threat'ning night, — . 
The ghost of Herod the great Kdomite 1 
Greatest of all abandon'd Esau's line. 
Who in thy throne once royally did shine, 
Ravish thy beauty, aud thy lonl di^race, 
And took his mistress to my own embrace ; 
And not contented to defile his bed. 
His altars rob'd, and on his victims fed ; 
Eevell'd in blood, and did his power despise, 
And in contempt of all his prophecies, 
Plac'd Esau'a chains of slavery on thee, 
And soundly scourg'd old Jacob's treachery : 
Then with mock penitence for all my guil^ 
To my own ^lory I thy Temple built ; 
Kow all the ills in life I could not do, 
I a malicious tortur'd ghost pursue. 
Lash me, ye furies I blow tb' infernal fire ! — 
Fill me with rage, that I may now inspire 
My nation with the spirit on't refin'd, 
And pour it scalding into eveiy mind. 
And, you guU'd priests, invoke no more Heav'n's 

He has you all into my power betrayd ; 
And I'll go whet the Idumean swords. 
And nobly banquet the infernal birds. 
They flock about, and heaps of canion smell, 
111 make to-nighl a jubilee in hell. [Exit. 

[Tha Ghost goes oiU, a/nd twtse of daihitu/ ofiwords, 
shrieking and ktwcking at the gate is heard, at 
which they all awake. 
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Matth. In what dark cave has all our aouls been 

bound! 
Phin. Or in what drowsy labyrinth wand'ring 

round 1 
Sag. Rather to what infernal dungeon led, 
Guarded with fiends, and haunted with the dead ; 
For I have been with droves of bouIb pursu'd, 
Chaa'd hot, and reeking from warm flesh and 
blood. 
Phin. I nothing dream'd but was securely laid, 
As void of sense as e'er my soul was made ; 
Yet, as my dawning soul began to rise, 
Methoughts I kno<£ing heard, and distant cries ; 
And from the ground a sulph'rons vapour broke. 
That form'd itself into a shape, and spoke. 
Malik. A guard of spirits walk'd to-night the 
round. 
And all our souls in sleepy-fetters bound, 
Benumb'd with fatal slumbers by degrees. 
We seem'd like an old grove of eaplesa trees, 
Whose vegetative houIs in winter creep 
To their warm roots, and there securely sleep. 

[A noUe icithin. 
But, hark ! a martial noise begine to rise ! 
Pkin. Loud knockinga at the gate. 
Soff. And horrid cries 1 

[Tkeff all as amas^d look out several ways, and 
return. 
Arm 1 arm ! the court's beset ; a furious tide 
Of lighting crowds beat up on every side. 
Pkiii. The streets with glittering spears are 
planted round, 
And bloody rivers water all the ground. 
Matlk. And see where Esau's sons' proud banners 

%, 

And from the Temple walls the town defy. 
2 19 
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Sag. We are betray'd, and the angelic pow'rs 
Forsook their guard to-night ahout these towers. 
What shall be done in a distress so great 1 
Phin. What else, but fly with speed to some 

retreat 1 
MaHk. How 1 shall I fear of these vile rebels 
shew! 
Bather to meet their impious rage I'll go. 

Sag. Alas ! they seek your life, nor can y" oblige 
Men, whose devotion lies in sacrilege. 

Matth. Heaven's will be done ! But better I 
were slain. 
Than I my self my diadem profane ; 
Whose glory should I stain with soKlid fears, 
My sacrilege won'd be as great as their's. 

Phin. I see no cause why we should vainly fight, 
To guard those sacred things Heav'n seems to slight. 
Matth. If Heav'n's pleas'd t' abandon their de- 
fence, 
I'll guard them in the room of Providence, 

John Eluazar, and their party mw break into 
the room with drawn swords, and chase 
'M.AmiAS,&c..off the stagejicho retreat fight- 
ing as into some other rooms of the palace, 
and shvi the door to kinder John's pursuit. 

J/iti(A, Myguards! [Exeunt Malth.,Sag.,Phin.,iix. 

Omnes. Pursue ! 

John. So quick retreat they've found. 

Eleaz. Fire this accursed building to the ground ! 
This filthy nest that does all lewdness hide. 
Ambition, avarice, hot lust, and pride. 
The earth no longer shall this burden bear, 

John. And greater lewdnesses are harbour'd 
here; 
Vespasian's image, and his goddess both. 
Queen Berenice, that Komlah-Ashtaroth : 
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That fair abomination, to whose eyes 
The tyrant offere daily sacrifica 

Eleaz. Burn 'em together, let their dnst repair 
To play and dally in the wanton air. 

1 Pilar. Fire it ! our time let ub no longer lose. 

2 Phar. And see hia trait'rous head the tyrant 
shews ! 

Matth., Sag., Phin., appear in the balcony. 

Matth. YoD, impious rebels all, which here I see. 
Sons of confueion, blood, and cruelty ; 
Bom for our nation's and religion's shame. 
That would extirpate your own tribe and name, 
Have wrought such ills, that even the rising sun 
Startles to see the villanies y' have done ; 
What cruel devil does your hearts inspire 
To iJl these ills ! what is it yon desire ) 

Eleaz. Traitor ! Our country's freedom and thy 
blood. 

1 Phar. And Ctesar's image here, thy molten god. 

Matih. "What molten god ^ — what image 1 

Phin. This is plain 
The cursed image of some lying brain. 

Eleaz. This pioua man can all your doubts re- 
move, 
And, tyrant, to thy face, thy treasons prove. 

Matth. Villain, more false than hell I— Dost thou 
at last 
Add this bold lie to all thy treasons past ) \To John. 

John. Oh, dares this man thus confidently plead ) 
Merciful Heav'n that will not strike him dead ! 

Eleaz. Boldly reply ! [To John. 

John. Now impudence thy aid. [Aside. 

And are you not, bad man I of Heav'n afraid ) 
Do you not every hour expect at least 
Heav'n with your tribe the hungry earth should 
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Its qualmish stomacli with cold meat is cloy'd. 
Not one warm meal since Cor^'e time enjo/d. 
But now a dish is dreat, and I should fear, 
But for these holy men, to stand so near. 
Into my soul what great disorders creep ! 
Zeal makes me rage, and pity makes me weep. 
An aged man, a priest, and once my friend I 
But in truth's cause all these distinctions end. 

Maith. And dar'st thou with so little fear or shame 
Thy predecessor rebel Corah name. 
And not expect his fate should be thy own, 
Whose treasons are so much by thine out-done 1 
Oh, hungry E^irth ! to thy repaat with speed ! 
But spare your tears, and to your proofs proceed. 

John. Then did not I in several persons' sight. 
In the first month, on the third watch of night 1— 
But was it 1 1 that I should e'er descend 
To so much fraUty to oblige a friend I 
To my own goodness I am made a prey ; 
I am too meek, too ready to obey 1 
But did not I, to all the guards unknown, 
Convey by night an image into town ) 
And when I wept, and did the thing oppose, 
You smil'd, and said, let us delude our foes, 
And play with that Leviathan a while. 
We by these arts shall all his pow'r beguile. 
But shall not we deceive ourselves, said 1 1 
No strength or wisdom like integrity ! 
Then weeping you replied, Alas ! 'tis true : 
But yet the foe is strong ; what shall we do ) 
Good Heav'n, I hope, will no advantage take, 
If we should sin a little for his sake ; 
Then as I trembling stood, and wept and pray'd, . 
You are too tender, humble John, you said. 
But, ah, said I ag^n I 

MiUth. No more, no more ! 

la pity to thy injnr'd soul, give o'er; — 
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Th}' shameleBB liea have manhood so defam'd, 

Of human nature I ani almost asham'd ; 

And did not some the port of it maintain, 

We might conceive mankind were made in vain, 

Nay even admire why Heav'n such pains should 

take, 
Mischievous tools of dirty clay to make. 
Bnt to thy impudent unmanly lie, 
My goards and javelins shall with speed reply. 

[Matthias, &c., go md of the balcony, and John, dtc, 
break open the door, after wkkh a noUe of 
fighting is lieard ; then. 

Eider Feraaktes and Monobazus as disturVd tvith 
the noise, and newly waked. 
Phra. What fierce and horrid sounds thus early 
fill 
My deaf 'ned ears 1 or am I dreaming still % 
For, snatch'd by sleep into an ambuscade, 
Tve all this night with charms and viaions plav'd. 
Monob. And mighty weights my soul a prisner 
kept. 
As if beneath some mountain I had slept. 
Fhra. This is some magic place, where spirits 

ay. 

Where eveiy night the trees all blasted die ; 
And men like watches are in pieces ta'en, 
And set together in the mom again. 
Well might the almost immortal natives here 
Preserve their vigour to the thousandth year ; 
Since every night their bodies were not worn, 
But gently lapt and folded up till mom. 
But what bold spirits durst so saucy be. 
To try these damn'd experiments on me I 
But, hark 1 a noise within, like clash of arms I 
Manob. Palace and city fill'd with strange alarms. 
\MoiuAaxus looks vithin. 
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What vision'B that presented to ray eyes. 

The court with Hewing bodies cover'd lyes ! 

The brave high-prieet amidst a guard does stand, 

Offering victims up with his own hand 

To this fair palace's offended gods. 

By impious slaves disturb'd in their abodes. 

Phra. They are some warlike shapes in masquer- 
ade. 
Mrniob. Now toward the Temple they retreat 

have made. 
Phra. Fortune my sword's fair concubine does 
prove 
As false to me as Juno does to Jove 1 
Entice with sleepy charms my sense away,- 
Whilst she with others does the strampet play. 
So Jove on Ida charm'd, the Trojans fled, 
But when the god rose from his flow'ry bed, 
And look'd abroad out of his golden tent, 
The Greeks their saucy valour did repent : 
The wanton sorceress, now I am awake. 
Shall to my injur'd sword again give back 
The Ktolen favours she to every slave, 
During the minutes of my slumbr'ing gave. [Exit. 
Mom>b. Yes, Fortune shall repent her clownish 
pride. 
In Bcom of Princes thus with slaves to side. [Exit. 
[Theg go off, and after a little fighting without, 

Enter, in their night-gowns, as in a flight, Queen 
Berenice, Clarona, Sehandra, and Puedaa. 
Q. Berm. Must I be murder'd then without 
delay 1 
And do the slaves my kindness thus repay 1 
Did I, like some good angel from above. 
Gome from the heav'u of glory and of love, 
To help these wretches in their deep despair, 
And do the envious fiends such malice bear t 
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They rathttr trebly will augment their pain, 
Than I shall see my paradise again. 

Clar. My father to his foes by Heav'n resign'd ; 
This to contending nature seems unkind : 
But I'll not dare to pasB too harsh a sense 
On any ways of Divine Providenca 
So many crowns our sufferings here attend. 
None for such interest wou'd refuse to lend. 
But see I the Sagan and Prince Phineas here ! 
But oh, distractions in their looks appear. 

Enter discoursing, and in great haste, as escap'd from 
thefighl, Sagan and Phineas. 

Sag. Ah, madam ! all is lost ! the sacred man, 
By heav'n deserted, is a pris'ner tane, 
Inspir'd with a devout and glorious pride 
To guard that heav'n, who him its aid denied. 
A brave retreat he to the Temple made, 
To conquer there, or perish in its aid. 
A living rampire for a while he stood, 
And moated round the sacred place with blood : 
The Temple trembl'd and the lamps burnt dim, 
Shook with the dangers that assaulted him ; 
Whilst unconcerned he on his guard did wait, ' 
More fixt and steadfast than the brazen gate ; 
Enduring thus a hot and furious siege, 
And even sham'd the heav'n he did obleige : 
But e'er the king, who like a whirlwind flew. 
Tearing down grovea of the seditious crew. 
Through thick and stubborn crowds cou'd make 

his way. 
The rebels had secnr'd the noble prey. 

Clar. A fall like to his life renown'd and great, 
And does the story of his fame complete. 

Q. Beren. Then we are loBt, this cnrsed hour 
will prove 
The fatal period of my life and love. 



ciq mod t, Google 



296 THE DKSTRUCnON OP JERUSALEM. 

Clm: What I divin'd! now all my hopes are 
gone, 
And my great father's glorious race is run. 
How feres the King 1 

Phin. A sea of armed foes 
That Monarch like a flaming isle enclose. 

Sag. Waste no more precious time complain- 
ing here, 
But to our friends our quick assistance bear ! 

\Ex^wi Phin., Sag. 

Q. Bertn, And am I thrown into the rebels' 
power. 
And mudt I never see Vespasian more 1 
It cannot be decreed ! I rave, I rave I 
Nature no warning at our parting gave I 
The air wou'd sure have sigh'd, the caves have 

moui'd, 
The clouds have wept, the hollow mountains 

groan'd; 
All mends of love wou'd have exprest their fear 
Of two BO kind, so constant, luid so dear : 
Nature wou'd then have haid convulsive pains. 
And blood have startled out from both our veins. 

Clar. Alas ! too little care you did exfn^ss 
Of so much love, and so much happiness. 
Why wou'd you thrust yourself into a den 
Of beasts, who only have the shapes of men 1 

Q. Bertn. I came not here to offer you a peace. 
The Roman power and glory to increase ; 
To add to empire was not m^ design, 
Though I may hope one day it will he mine ; 
All my ambitions do no higher rise. 
Than at a smile from my Vespasian's eyes : 
But 'twas from him all danger to remove. 
Danger, the mighty rival to my love : 
Danger, that does enjoy him more than I, 
To whom from me he every hour does fly ; 
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Le&pa to her arms, and I'm afraid one day 
The harpy will devour the glorious prey. 

Ctar. Heaven's special providence will watcit to 

save, 
For universal good, a man so brave. 

Q. Beren. You are a stranger to a lover's fears. 
They dangers spy whose shadow scarce appears. 
In camp how do I pass the day in frights, 
In horrid dreams and broken sleep the nights T 
With my own cries myself I often wake, 
And waking, joy to find out my mistake : 
Then in a sound and pleasing sleep I f^ ; 
But in the morning for my lord I call : 
How does my lord 1 to every one I cry, 
If any look with a dejected eye ; ~~ 
But sad or pale, for no reply I stay, 
Conclude my lord is slain, and faint away. 

Clar. If such vain terrors so much torment 

breed. 
What wou'd you do, if he were hurt indeed 1 
Q. Beren. What do the wounded and the dying 

do? 
Love joins in one what are in nature two : 
The breasts of lovers but one soul contain, 
Which equally imparts delight or pain. 
Once he on danger did too strongly press ; — 
For he has all great virtues in excess ; 
In gallant things endures no mean degree. 
But lores and fights still in extremity ; — 
When, oh I he wounded did return from fight, 
You may conceive th' efiect of such a sight. 
My sorrows violence no toi^e can tell, 
Thrice in my women's arms all cold I fell ; 
And only was to wretched life again 
Tormented, by the throbbing of his pain. 
Hourly I walch'd by. him both night and day, 
And never mov'd, but when I swoon'd away. 
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3iff eye for ever lixt on him I knit, 
Nor Ipat the eight of him, but wLen I wept : 
In all hU paine I groan'd, his fevers bum d, 
Nor found I health or ease till hie retuiu'd 

ClaT. Are these the sympathies that kindest 
prove) 
Then I, I fear, have the disease of love. 
At the brave King the darts and javelines fly, 
But it is I am hurt, and I that die. 

Q. Beren. And has victorious love, so long sup- 
prest, 
Obtain'd at length dominion In your breast t 

CiaT. If pity can be love, then I confess 
I love that valiant Monarch to excess. 

Q. Beren. Under compassion you Tou'd love dis- 
guise, 
There is no hiding love from lovers' eyes. 

ClaT. Perhaps I love, I scarce the difference 
know, 
But pity's all that I shall ever show. 

Q. Beren. Your father's fate requires so great a 
share 
Of grief and pity, you have none to spare. 

Clar. I rather triumph in my father's fate. 
Since heavenly glories on his sufierings wait : 
But the poor King has no one to repay 
The royal life for me he throws away, 

Q. Bertm. Oh ] did he know you lov'd, he could 
not die. 
No more than those who enter heavenly joy. ■ 

ClaT. Know it he may, enjoy it never can ; 
'Twixt my embraces and that glorioua man, 
Religious vows have wider distance made. 
Than if there were whole worlds betwixt us laid. 
Q. Beren. Were worlds betwixt you, bigger all 
than this, 
Love o'er 'em all would mount, to fly to bliss. 
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Millions of leagues that hawk his aieiy spies. 
And wheresoe'er you perch him, home he flies. 
Clar. He must not fly within religion's grounds. 
Q. Beren. Nor ought religion to invade his 
bounds. 
Come, to some tower let's ourselves hetake. 
Where eiich of ua a brave defence will make, 
Less for her own, than for her lover's sake. 

[Exeunt Omnes. 



Act V. Scene 1 

The Temple. 



Jfter a noise of fighting, enter John, Eleazer, and 
the Pharisees, leading Matthias bmful. 
Eleaz. Kill, kill the priest I to save whose cursed 
head 
The blood of saints is so profusely shed ! 

1 Fhar. Make the bold heathen King his rage 
repent. 

Fix the priest's head upon the battlement ! 
John. Yes, sir, you die ] you have a tyrant bin. 
Eleaz. Bane of religion I 

2 Phar. A support of sin 1 
John. Greedy of wealth ! 
Illeaz. Ambitious and profane ! 

3 Fhar. Enslaving us that you alone might reign. 

1 Phar. Despising all that our traditions own. 
John. Hater of zeal, because yourself had none. 
Eleaz, Patron of all that to your side you gain. 

Proselyte, Gentile, or Samaritan. 

2 Phar. And that, for which you most deserve 
to die. 

An open favourer of idolatry. 



ciq mod t, Google 



300 THE DESTRUCTION OF JERUSALEM. 

3 Phar. Yes, sir ! for power you wonW to Rome 
have sold 
Our Temple, altars, and our eacred gold ; 
And plac'd their idols here, provided you 
Might have been made a mighty idol too, 
John. Rome was the idol which yoa worship'd 
here. 
Your Dagon, Ashtaroth, and Baal-Peor. 
■ Eleaz. You are her priest, she plac'd you in the 
chair. 
1 Phar. These are her robes and ornaments you 
wear. 



You did our lives in sacrifice design. 

Maith. Amazing impudence 1 

JiJm. Come, do not fly 
To such vain trifles, but prepare to die : 
They will not here so easily believe, 
Let not vain hopes of life your soul deceive ; 
For though I to your crimes express some hate, 
I have a Jewish charity for that. 

MaiOt. Oh Heavens ! — 

John. What still in this disorder keepi 
Alas ! the doleful object makes me weep I 
An aged man ! — nay more, a reverend priest ! 
At his last hour in falsehood thus persist % 

Eleaz. Tears for such sinners ought not to be 
spilt 
' 3 Phar. His age and office aggravates his guilt. 

1 Phar. A priest sell Heav'n a little power to 
gain t 

Eleas. A priest so proud 1 

John. An aged man so vain t 
' Maith. Oh ! divine goodne«s lend my spirit 

power. 
To rule iteelf in this tempestuous hour. 
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Eleaz. Come, bind his eyes ! 
MaUh. What I in the Temple too % 
To Heaven itself is there no reverence due I 

2 FhaT. You talk of Heaven I 
EUa2. You Bacriledge reprove. 

When if not hinder'd by the power above, 
A tyrant's image had defil'd this place 1 
Jolm. So much dissembling in that aged Eiice ! 

3 PkaT. Mock Heaven the instuit you expect to 
die I 

John. Do you the being of that power deny 1 
Methinks if conscience no respect can gain. 
Shame before me a httte should restrain. 
Do not I know 1 — Oh, that I ne'er had known ; 
It coste me many a most bitter groan. 
Eltoi. Grieve not your self, your cause needs no 

defence. 
JoAa. Oh ! divine gift of nseful impudence ! 

[A3ide. 
Mattk. Oh! glorious being! For thy honour's 
sake, 
Some swift revenge on these apostates take. 

Eleaz. Come to the work — Let us no longer 

But see ! the Gentile King has forc'd the gate. 
Omms. We are betray'd ! 

Phkaartes, Guard, enter, and pursue the rebels, 
who retire a7id shut the door after them, 

Pkm. What horrid si^t is this 1 

[Sees Matthias bmtnd ready to die. 
To what curst demon is this sacrifice ) 
Pursue, pursue the dogs 1 

Phia. This cursed tower 
Secures the bloody rebels from our power. 

i'Ara. Fire it ! let flames the savage villains chace. 

Phin. It lodges, sir, too near thu sacred place. 
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Phra. The sacred place 1 there can be no such 
thine ; 
The world has nothing sacred but a King. 
I am prophan'd, and f revenge will have. 

MiUlk. truth ! why dwell'st thou not in souls 
so brave 1 
Calm, sir, your royal soul ! your just desire 
Heav'n will pursue, with swifter wings than fire. 
Their crying sins that sleepy vengeance wake. 
Which mounted, soon their troops shall overtake. 
But oh, what crowns in Heav'n are forming now. 
By angels' hands, for our preserver's brow ! 

Phra. Oh ! my good father ! there was once an 

When you had greater treasure in your power : 
Now you may turn me off to Heav'n for pay. 
For all this treasure you have given away. 

l^atlh. When I enjoy'd this wealth I do not know. 
Nor yet to whom I did this bounty show ! 

Phra. Nay, it is that that makes my grief extreme, 
You have bestow'd it on a cloud, a dream. 
An empty shadow does my hopes destroy : 
Were he a mortal did the gift enjoy, 
With kingdoms I would hire him to resign, 
Or spight of him my sword should make it mine. 
But like Cambyses here I madly stand, 
To fight with winds, and conquer flying sand : 
Soving imaginations of the mind, 
That fly around the world, and reason blind. 
Foi^ive my words, forc't from me by my pain ; 
'Tis of religion, father, I complain, 
And your fair daughter is the gift I mean. 

Matth. Has she the subject of this wonder been) 
Is that the prize shou'd be so dearly bought, 
A poor and humble maid below your thought t 
She to religion may her self bestow. 
Who has no taste of any thing below. 
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And say religion, air, shou'd nothing b«, 

Then nothing best with nothing wiU agree; 

And she Bolittte feels the Jots of sense. 

She's next to nothing iu indifference. 

What shou'd she do with subjects, and a throne. 

Who half her life is on her knees alone 1 

She to ft lover will give small delight, 

Who wastes in prayer two watches of the night. 

Besides, she beauty wants a throne to grace. 

And fill with pleasures such a Kind's embrace. 

Fhra. Good father, you are skill'd iu things 
above. 
Leave beauty to be judg'd by youth and love, 
EtUer Clarona, Phbdra, Women, ailended uiih a 
Guard. 

Clar. Aremyprayers heard, do I my iathersee? 
And ia he safe from rebels' cruelty % 

Mallh. By this great King's protection yet I live, 
To whom next Heav'n thou must thy praises give; 
And.wou'd religion with her title part, 
On whom thou oughtest to beetow thy heart. 
Oh ! daughter, we hie kindness ill repay ; 
He gives us joy, and we take his away. 

Phra. Yes, madam ! I in insolence improve ; 
For now in spight of your commanda I love. 
Sentence of banishment on me you laid, 
And I some trials of obedience made : 
But all my strife with mighty love waa vain, 
It did compel me to return again. 
And fix my self on you, my place of rest ; 
You I must love, and in your love be blest. 

Clar. Still do those thoughts your mighty mind 
pursue f 
Alas ! they torture me now more than you. 
Before it waa the Parthian King did crave, 
But now the Prince who .did my father save. 
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He asks my love, to whom my life I owe ; 
Sir, aet mo anything I can bestow, 
If then I prove to your entreaties rude, 
Call me a monster of ingratitude. 

Phraar. For the too cruel doom to me decreed, 
I know you nature and religion plead ; 
That both have firmly against love combin'd, 
Nature has made it hateful to your mind, 
BeligioD has dofonu'd it into sin ; 
But, madam, I am all a storm within : 
My reason cannot hear one word you say ; 
My raging love blows all the sound away. 

MaUh,, Pity such stormy passions, sir, shou'd 
blow 
In a brave heart, where such great virtues grow. 

CioT. With love so generous I could comply, 
Did not religion and my vows deny. 

Phraar. No more to me that dream religion 
name. 
On more substantial causes lay the blame : 
Say I have something does your hatred move, 
Or that I am not worthy of your love : 
That I'm a banish'd King, and want a crown, 
And have not yet reveng'd my wrong'd renown. 
Say this, and I will satisfied remain, 
'Till I my honour right, my Empire gain, 
'Till Rome, nay, 'till the captive world I bring 
To beg you to have pity on their King. 

Clar. Sir, for your love, no beauty upon earth 
But might adore the stara that rul'd their 

birth. 
In you, sir, all their longings may be crown 'd : 
Do they love glory i here 'tis to be found ; 
If valour t never was a man so brave ; 
If love 1 here's alt that they can wish to have; 
If noble form J here they may please their sight, 
With all that is in nature exquisite. 
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Pkraar. Can you say all these things, and love 
deny t 

Clar. I at this price eternal glory buy. 

Pkraar. Eternal glory !— oh ! that sounding word ! 
Did it the joy of one hour's love afford, 
Or what a minute's pleaeing dream bestows, 
Then you gain'd something for the joys you lose 
But do not sacrifice me to a sound, 
Where no delight or meaning can be found. 

Malik. Your royal soul has only yet perus'd 
The book of nature, which is all confiis'd : 
Religion shews you more of heavenly good, 
Than ever nature taught or understood. 

Clar. Or truth or falsehood which so e'er it be. 
If I believe it, it is truth to me. 
Then, sir, forgive me if I dare not love, 
I dare not to religion faithless prove. 
Suppose, sir, I had vow'd myself to you, 
Wou'd you be willing I shou'd prove untrue f 
And if I break my vows with powers above. 
Consider I may then prove false to love. 

Pkraar. Then give to Heav'n the soul which you 
have vow'd. 
But let these beauties be on love beatow'd. 
Let me enjoy those hands, those lips, those eyes, 
Which only flesh and blood know how to prize. 
And will not Heaven's estat« at all impair, 
And I will be contented with my share. 

Clar. All is religion's. 

Pkraar. Do not tell me, all I — 

Clar. It is too late my vows, sir, to recall. 

Phraar. All or not all. Heaven's right retain or 
give; 
Love must have something that he may but live. 

Clar. What, father, can be doue ) 

MttUh. I do not know. 
Fain wou'd I pay the mighty debt we owe. 

2 3U 
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Clar. Me from my birth yomself to altars vowed. 
Mattk. But by the law redemption is allowed. 
Phraar. Oh ! blessed sews ! Some hope is draw- 
ing nigh, 
Can I her freedom with my Kii^om bny I 

Malih. Much lower price wilt do it— keep your 

HeaVn needs it not, the world ie all hie own. 

Clar. I've vow'd myself. 

MaUk. That is as I allow ; 
Subjects and children have no right to vow. 
When Kings or parents their consent deny, 
A solemn leagae is solemn villany. 
But oh I I gave yon my consent with joy. 

Fhra. Oh ! do not now my in&nt hopes de- 
stroy! 

Matlh. Alas ! my reason no more aid can lend. 

Phra. How long shall I with shadows here con- 
tend! 
I'm kept a pris'ner in religions mles, [^Astde. 

And holy laws, the common jail of fools. 
That I cou'd travel to some happy star. 
Or other worlds remov'd fium this bo for. 
Where the great bell religion is not heard. 
Nor men out of the use of reason scar'd ; 
Where happy souls enjoy unbroken rest*. 
And have not their delights difiturb'd by priests, 
\V^ho daily tolling of tbu bell are found. 
And no man lives out of the frightful sound. 

Matlh. I see Pm thrust on ill, deny or grant ! 
I must rob heaven, or let you starve for want. 
Men are all cruelty, but Heav'n will spare, 
I'll trust him, and religious sufferings bear. 
Take her ! but know I steal from wealth divine, 
And for your use the gold of altars coin. 

Clar. Who gave my being may of me dispose, 
I yield the gift a father's right bestows. 
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Phra. Soul 1 summon all thy forc6 thy joy to 
bear, 
Whilst on this hand etera&L love I svear. 

Clar. Now I am wholly at the king's commands, 
I kneel and beg moat humbly at his hands, 
My joy, my peace, my everlasting crown, 
All which I've humbly at his feet laid down. 

Fhm. What means my Queen f what is it she 
wou'd have 1 

Clar. What I have sworn to carry to my grave. 
And must, or perish in its juat defence, 
I mean my spotless virgin innoceni;e. 

Pkra. Was e'er such a request to lover made 1 
Think you that such commands can be obey'd ? 

Clar. Yes, or for ever I must wretched prove ! 

Pkra. Ask not, unle-ss you think I do not love. 

Clar. Sir ! if you do, then let your love be seen. 

Phra, It quickly shall 1 I'll make you such a 
Queen — 

Clar. You may, the happiest that did ever reign, 
By your restoring Heaven to me again. 

Phra. To night I'll give it in your bridal bed. 

Clar. First round the world let me in chains be 
led. 

Phra. These are hot sure your thoughts 1 think 
once again ! 

Clar. The resolution I'll to death retain. 

Phra. Is this my bridal song) a sweeter sound 
Should in that heavenly voice methinks be found. 
Altars, to your omnipotence I bow, 
From me you force what armies cou'd not do : 
Wbat Jpou will have no power can retfun. 
Fair Saint ! I give yon to your vows again. 
Sleep on ! and dream of mighty things above, 
I will not wake you any more with love. 

MaUh. Live, King PhraarteB, let Jerusalem ring 1 

Clwi: All chaste and holy maids bis praises sing. 
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All. Long live King Phraartes I 
Phm. Bnt most I ail of you to Heaven tesi^ 1 
May not this hand, thoee charming eyes be mme ? 
C'lar. I'll grant the King, sure, any modest 

prayer. 
Pkra. Pray give me al! of you that Heaven can 

spare. 
Clar. You shall have all the joys in rrieudship's 

store. 
Phra. FlI be content, since I must have no more. 
You shall remain my sacred maiden Queen, 
A glorious treasure only to be seen. 
All. Long live King Pbraartes I 

Enter Messenger, Sagan, and Phineas. 
Mess. Ah, sir, new terror the whole city fills, 
An army covers all the neighbouring hills ; 
A dreadful shadow o'er each valley falls. 
And Roman eagles hover near our walls. 
Queen Berenice, transported with the sight, 
Prepares her chariots to be gone to-night ; 
The valiant stranger who was here her guard. 
With leave to wait on her she does reward ; 
The raging people, rouz'd with these alarms. 
In wild distractions all hetake to arms. 
Phra. Friend, thou dost glorious tidings to me 
bring. 
Now there is business worthy of a King. 

Matih. Airiv'd ! ere we are fitted for defence t 
Phin. We have been wrong'd with false intelli- 
gence. 
. Sag. Sure all our scouts have been surpriz'd, or 

slain 1 
Mattli, Haste, lest the thieves by this advantage 
gain! 
Shut all the gates, and guard the outward courts, 
But chiefly watch the rebels' strong resorts : 
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Then place our standard hy the camp divine, 
And there in arms let all the people join ! 

Phin. Sure they a reaolnte defence will make. 
Since in the town our nation lies at stake ; 
Hither our tribes are from, all places come. 
Fear haa drove thousands, and devotion some : 
Some for the passover that's drawing nigh, 
But thousands only here for refuge fly. 
These buildings harbour, on a various score. 
Two hundred legions of our race and more. 
But on what e'er intent they here repair, 
They to their wealth and lives devotion bear. 

Matth. Let 'em all arm ! for though the foe in 
brave, 
I on no terms a peace with Home will have. 
The cause is Heaven's, and let the power divine 
Behnqnlsh me, if I his right resign. 

Phraar. Father, your foes already have their 
doom; 
Triumph this moment for thefall of Rome ! 
Her slaughtered legions feed your beasts and fowls, 
Dung earth with carcases, and hell with souls ; 
The chains of all the captive Kings, and States, 
Their power oppress, are fallen at your gates : 
Hither by fate is all their glory hurl'd. 
Stoop and take up the Empire of the world. 
For he who being to Olarona gave. 
Ought the world's Empire in reward to have. 

'' " (( Omul's. 
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So, Heaven be tbank'd, the play is at an end ! 

The best pretence it has to gain a friend. 

But this deeigna to draw another on, 

But you may damn 'em now both under one : 

Faults to deserve it every uritic sees. 

And they and we both want no enemies. 

First all you wits, who for some secret crime. 

Have taken up a pique against poor rhyme. 

And you at present are do little store ; 

And sext the poet's foes, and they are more. 

Then all whom priests and women saints displease, 

A small and trifling number next to these, 

If any such can be, the pious Jew ; 

The frantique part of all our Nation too, 

Fanaticka, who'll be angry with us all. 

For ripping up their bfise original ; 

Shewing their sires, the Pharisees, &om whom 

They and their cheats by long succession come : 

Whom they're so like, the diff'rence duly priz'd, 

Fanaticks are but Jews uncircumciz'd. 

These plays then must have luck to be long liv'd, 

None e'er for damning better were contriv'd. 

What made the poet on Jerus'lem fall I 

A tale of Sodom wou'd ha' pleas'd you all. 

But he at shew and great machines might aim, 

Fine chairs to carry poetry when lame, 

On ropes instead of raptures to rely. 

When the sense creeps, to make 'the actors fly. 

These tricks upon our stage will never hit, 

Our company is for the old way of wit. 
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Then actors pla/d on nature's charge alone. 
And only poets then could be undone ; 
But now they lean bo heavy on the ^e, 
One blockhead poet falling breaks a stage. 
Then gentlemen for plays so much distreat, 
Naked of shew, by enemieB opprest, 
The poet bega the aid of all the brave ; 
And that he may some pretence to it have, 
First for his rhyme he pardon does implore. 
And promises to ring those chimes no more : 
Next for Jems'lem, but with patience stay, 
And you shall see it burnt in the next play : 
And last, to take away all sad complaints, 
These plays debauch our women into saints, 
Forgive it in the plays, and we'll engi^, 
They shall be saints no where but on tiie stage. 
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The Destruction 0/ Jerusalem by Tiftw Vespatian. The 
Second Part. As it is acted at Che Theatre Royal by their 
Majettiei iien-onts. Written by Mr Croim. London ; 
Printed /or J, Magnes and R. Bentley, in Rusael-street in 
Covent-Garden, near the Piazzas. Anno Dom. 1S77 . itii. 
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Tjie second part of the " DeHtmction of JeroaBlem" 
compTehends the siege of the citj, its capture, And 
tbe DomiBg of the Temple. It is more BeDsatioDal aod 
dminatic tliaa the first part ; and, as D'avenaot intro- 
duced scenery to the English stage on the Restoration, 
and had brought it to great perfection, it is not unlitdy 
that the sceuio effect produced in the burning of tie 
Teniple might liave proved in itself sufficiently attisctive 
to supersede the patronage of the King's mistress, or 
even of the Monarch himaelf." 

On the first day of July 1712, the second part of the 
drama was revived at Drury I^aDe. It had not been 
acted for fifteen years previously. Booth took tbe part 
of Titus VespatLan. and Mills that of Phraartes, the 
mythic King of Parthia. John, the aeaMsia of Mathias, 
the High Priest of Jerusalem, was performed by George 
Powell, an author, in addition to an actor, which hia father 
had been before him. With every advautage of voice 
and ear, considered a successful rivEd of the great Better- 
ton, and a favourite of the public, Powell's intemperate 
habits brought him prematurely to the grave in the year 
1714.t He performed Falstaff, in the first part of Henry 

* Id the edition of Suetonius by Fituciu, 2 vole. 4to., 1715, 
there is a Bne but imaginatiTC print of the burning of the 
Temple. 

t&illiUnd'B "Draiaatio Mirror." London, 1808. Vol. I. 
p. S03. The following is a list of his dramatic norks: 1. 
Alphonso, King of Naplee ; a tragedy ; l<ondon, 1091 ; dedi- 
cated to the Uuohess of Onnond. 2. A Vmj Good Wife ; 
comedy \ London, lfi93 ; dedicated to Alexuider Popham, Eeq. 
Povell acted Courtall, "a gentleman, who, b^ his generouA 
temper, has naated his fortunes, and (is) put to his shifts," — 
beheved to be hie own portrait. 3. Treacheroue Brothers ; a 
tragedy ; London, 1 698 ; dedicated to the Patonteea and 
Sharers of their Hajestiea' Theatre, i. The Imposture De- 
feated, or a Trick to Cheat the Devil ; corned;; London, 1698 ; 
no dedication. G. The Cornish Comedy ; London, 1696 ; dedi- 
cated to Rich. S. Bonduca ; a tragedy, altered from Fletcher ; 
London, 1696 ; dedicated to the second Lord JefFereya 7. A 
"w Opera, called Brutus of Alba, or Augusta's Triumph, by 



aw upera, eautfft iiru 
)well and VerbruggeQ 
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IV.. tor hk benefit, 7tli April 1712. The ^Kfator nys : 
"The liaaghty Geoi^ Powell hopes aU the good- 
nabmd part of the town will fsTonr him whom ther 
Kpplanded in AlexsDder, IWou, L«ar, and Oiestea, with 
t£etr companj this nif^t, wbeo he huaids sU his her- 
oic gitay in the hombl^ condition of honest Jack 
Faletaff." Tiberiaa, tlie AdviaeT and friend of 'ntna, 
waa alloted to Keen. Bensiice, who now took the pre- 
cedence of Clarona ae leading heroine, waa giTen to Mrs 
Rogers ; whilst Mrs Bradshaw repreaented the deposed 
lady. To the bill of the plaj the fdlowing notice was 
snbjmned : " The compaoT will continae to act erery 
Toeadaj and Frida;."* Geneste, from whose valuable 
recmd the [w^ceding notice baa been ertract«d, does not 
mentioa any later repreaentation of either part of the 

Tie loves of PtmutrteB and Clarona tenninate fatally. 
Despite the absani rhodomontade of the Parthian Prince, 
there is a chivalrous bearing about him which creates 
for him more tlian an ordinary sympathy, and it wonld 
have been preferable if Crowne had allowed Claiuna to 
recover from her wonnd, and escape with her foithfol 
swain to his own dominions. 

Racine published in 1670 his tragedy of Berenice, 
entirely founded upon the loves ctf ^e Emperor Titus 
and the Queen of Falestine ; cousequentl j in preparing 
hie drama in which thdr love-passages are abo intro- 
duced, Crowne had the advantage of peroBing a drama 
more calculated for the meridian of Fans than of London. 
The contest in the mind ,o£ Titus between love for the 
Queen and ambition for the Empire becomes latterly 
T«y t«dious, and the long harangues on both sides most 
have been difRcult for the performers to remember, and 
wearisome for an aadience to listen to. Crowne has 
avtaded this, and his versioD of the story is calculated 
to induce a suBpidun that the liberal notions of the 
Qneen of Palestine bad rendered matrimony unnecessary, 

• Crowne 8 " CSty PoUtickg " wa« acted on tha 11th ol Julv 
toUowiug, with thig intimaitioD, that "Bartoline," Leigh « 
famous perBonation, was to be omitted. Thil is K>mething u 
amiuing as the old joke of the Traced; of Hamlet b«iig 
repreaented in a country town, the character of Hamlet being 
b; particular desire omitted. 
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and tbat tbe disMe of the RDinaoB to foreigners, and 
particularly to a Jewish Empreae, came very opportunely 

to excuse any breach of promise, if indeed, there bad 
ever betm aaylhiog of tbe Kind. 

Suetonius, in his account of the Caesars,* which 
some learned critic not unaptly terms the " ^ndalous 
Chronicle " of his time, commences the seventh chapter of 
his history of TituB Veapaaianus Augustua thus ; "Prreter 
esvitiam, suspecta in eo etiam luxnria erat : qnod ad 
mediam noctem comessatiouee cum profusissimo quoque 
familiarum extenderet Nee minus libido, propter eiole- 
torum, et spadonum gregee, propt«rque insignem reginee 
Berenices amorem, cui etiam nuptias poUicitua f erebatur. 
Suspects et rapacitas : c^uod constalwt in cognitionibuB 
patris Dnndiuari pnemianque solitum ; deinde propalam 
alium Neronem et opinaluntur et prcedicabant. At illi 
ea fama pro bono cesslt, convenaque est in niaximaa 
laudee: ueque ullo vitio reperto, et contra virtutibus 
ulromis. Convivia institnit jucunda magis, quam pro- 
foaa. Amicoe elegit, quibua etiam post cum principee, 
ut et aibi et Keipublicie necessariis acquieverant, prseci- 
pneque usi Berouicen statim ab urbe demisit invitus 

Pitiscna, the apt editor of Suetonios, in his satnmary 
of the contents of chapter vii., designates Titus, before 
bis reformation, " LuzurioBos, Libidiitosia, Rapai ; " and 
in snpport of hie second epithet, refers to his inMgmn 
amor of tbe Queen Berenice, to whom he had, as re- 
ported, promised marriage. In a note, he states that 
sbe was a daughter of Agrippa, King of Judea and 
Samaria, who, upon the death of Marcus, to whom she 
had been betrotlied, married her to Herod, his brother, 
and her own uncle. This was in the time of the 
Emperor Claudius, Anno Domini 43. This marhsge was 
not of long duration ; and, according to Joeephus, bis 
widow remained unmarried a long time, during which 
there was a scandal of a most offensive nature circulated 
regarding her, which is alluded to by Juvenal in his 
sixth satire. 

To refute the imputation upon ber character, "she 

wrought so much, that Pblemc»), King of Alicia, caused 

■ Suetonii Opera. PitiBco, 1715. 4to. Tom. II. p. 996. 
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himself to ie drcnrndeed, to tbe end he might espooBC 
her, pnrpotiiig 'by that meau to make it known how 
faieelj iihe had been accused, whereupon Folemon gave 
ear, because she wm rich,"* But hia Majesty of Alicia 
made a ead mistake in his matrimonial amuigemeats, 
" for Berenice, thorow her impudency, as it is reported, 
abandoned Poleinon, who, giring over that mairiage, 
fonocA the religion of the J^ews." 

We learn frtwo Josephust that Berenice married hM- 
uncle when nzteen yeata of age. Her first husband 
haling died a few years after marriage, she did not 
take her second sponse, Polemoo, nntU a.d. 66, when 
she was abont twenty-six years of age. In 66 Berenice 
was about Ihirty-six. At what precipe period the inter- 
course commenced with Titus has not been aacertainM. 
It may, however, be surmised that it was between the 
years 56 and 66 that she met the heir of the Emperor 
Venwsian ; and that little difficulty would be experienced 
ID the conquest of a youth by an amorous widow, beau- 
tifnl, fascinating, and unprincipled. That the love wm 
Platonic is unlikely ; and if the lady was so very sus- 
ceptible, as there is every reason to suppose, and Titus, 
as the Commentator of Suetonius asaerta, was in his 
youth " libidinosQB," it can hardly be imagined that 
the wanton pair wonld, when akme together, consume 
the pleasant moments in prayer. As the Queen of Pales- 
'" ' i woman, although a Jewras, and her lover a 



n loco secrelo non presumilur dicere I'ater nosier. 

Gifford, in a noto to a passage in his admirable trans- 
lation of the Sixth Satire of Juvenal, describes "Berenes" 
as a woman ' ' equally celebrated for her lewdness and 
her beftnt;, who nad prevailed on Titus to promise ber 

_.._.'. ^ promise which nothing but his dread of an 



*Lodge'B"Joiwphus." London, 1640. P. 606. II 

t Lodge'e " Joaephue,'' p. SSL 

J The Satires of JuvenaC of Daoimua Juniua JuTenal 
lated into Eoglish verBs by William Oifford, Esq. 
1S02. P. 181. 4to. 
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was not at all indispoMd to avail hiowelf of the popular 
demODStration against Berenice to diaaolTe a connection 
which noi imprmwibfy bsd become irk some from fruition, 
and waa ao dangerous to his Imperial preteiuionB, 

Titus was bom in January a.d. 41, and was thirty 
years of age when he was invested with the title of 
Iniperotor, and amociated with hie father in the 
sorereignty. He Hucceoded his father a.d. 79, but held 
the Empire only two years, when he waa poisoned, aa is 
believed, by his brother and aucceesor, Domitian, 

Not ^e leaat remarkable oircumstance connected with 
Berenice, or fiemice, ia the incidental notice of her in 
the New Teetameot,' in which she is mentioned as com- ' 
ing with her brother Agnppa to Cffisarea to visit Festus. 
It waa to Agiippa and Festus tbat St Paul made his 
well-known addreas.t 

The final destruction of Jercaalem was completed in 
the yeiT of our Lord 72. It " was taken by the Komans 
on the seventeenth of the Jewish month of Tamuz, 
coinciding with the nineteenth of the month of July. 
The Temple was destroyed about the ninth of the month 
of August, or ninth of the Jewish month Ab : both of 
these days are kept by the Jews of the present time as 
days of fasting and humiliation.'" J It is recorded that 
nearly two millions of Jews perished " in various ways ; 
but, notwithstanding ao mucn slaughter, the end had not 
come, for it was not until the time of Hadrian that the 
expulsion of the Jews from the city finally took place." 

Poets are privileged to trade in fiction, and Racine 
has availed himself of this license to a remarkable 
extent, for he has made a tragedy of rive acts entirely 
out of an attempt by a middle-aged widow to circum- 
vent a noble young Koman aspiring to the Empire, who 
might very nearly have been her son aa r^ards age, 
She might have carried her point but for the good sense 

' Acta of the Apostles, chap. ixvi. verse 1 3. 

t There were two Agrippaa, father and son. The former, after 
narrowly escaping: death at the hajida of Calie;ula, was patron- 
ined by the Bmperor Claudius, and coDfinued by him as Kin^ 
of JudGBa, and the latter Ai^ippa was his BucceBsor. 

t Hobler'B "Records of Roman History, eihibtted on the 
RoiQftD Coins." 2 vols. Westminster, 1860. 4to. VoL 1. p. 



ciq mod t, Google 



320 THE DESTHUCnO>~ OF JEBCSALKH. 

of the Roman lotdias, who lefoaed to take him as tbdr 
ruler if he coutinaed his intenxiane with the Jewish 

Crowne has perfcHined his task nxse artisticaUy than 
his Gallic predeccaaor. The paevgeB <rf lore so tedious 
in RaciDe are shortened, and the anditto* are left to judge 
for themselTes of the nature irf the connection. The 
parting of the lovere ; the flijqpancj erf Benaiioe, and her 
taDUts aa to the preference shown by Titos — or rather, 
which she sBterled was shown by him — to the vote of 
the BoldieiB over her love, are uatnnl, and such as 
might have been said by a scheming w(anan thwarted in 
herdeagns. Then tbereaievariooeincidentBwhiehrdieTe 
the tedinm of the diali^ue of the lovera : such as the 
anaffiiiution of Clarona, the rhapsodies of Phiaart«a, his 
discomfiture and death, the capture of Joba. the villain 
of the piece, and finajlj the Doming of the Temple. 
Thus the attention of the audience would never flag ; 
and if the scenes went smoothly, they would leave the 
theatre delighted not so much with what they had heard, 
as with what they had seen. 
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How 1 once again this fair and noble siiow t 
The poet hopes you will good-natur'd grow : 
He shew'd before his muse but to the waist ; 
The Jewish harlot hopes her danger's past, 
If she above cou'd ought to please you shew, 
You will implicitly like all below. 
The fool is hardy who to write does dare ; 
As strong in brain as Sampson in his hair 
He needs to be, who conquers, when he writes, 
The pit Philistines, gall'ry Girgashites. 
But what allies to aid him he does chuse 1 
Priests, women eaints, and Pharasaick Jews. 
You wicked wits all holy things despise. 
More charm in 'em then you perceive there lyes. 
Have you forgot, since wit was fool'd by cant, 
The hero ruin d by the sneaking eaint 1 
Saintehip was making of a wicked face t 
And snuffling was a certain sign of gracel 
Since by a fine distinction then in vogue, 
The inward saint was only fac'd with rogue ; 
And men did subt'ly split themselves in two, 
And th' outward man did all the mischief do. 
If the good brethren by a chance did fall, 
In that deep pit of am you wenching call, 
'Twas but the outward kuave that was unchaste, 
And Bisters rinn'd but downward from the waist ; 
The inward maid as chaste was as before. 
And th' upper parts did sanctify the low'r. 
Thus they cou'd sin, and yet be sisters too ; 
Women are wenches straight who sin with yoa. 
2 21 
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SiDce those faUe Phariseea did works so great. 
Why may not tme ones do a little cheat t 
Pervert yonr likings to these vretched plays, 
And make you for a wit the scribbler praise. 
Tub-preachers rid you all for years at least. 
Pray for an hoar ^idnre a Jewish priest ; 
So make the st^e successfiil as the tub. 
And critics may eocoeed to Beelzebub. 
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Act I. Scene I. 

Titus alime, sUtitig mdandioly in fUs tent. 

Tit. No more, no more I whilst I her doom 
delay 
My heart each hour I to new pains betray ; 
The more I think, the less reaolv'd I prove, 
And I but wider tear the wounds of love. 
These thoughts no more shall in my soul contest, 
I'll pull tiis shaft of love out of my breast. 
And with one KOAtcb conclude ray Ung'ring pain ; 
This day two rictoriea at once I'll gain, 
Over my heart, and this rebellious town, 
Conclude at once their sorrows and my own, 
Subdue both lore and tbcan, my &me comj^ete ; 
Glory begins to rise, now love must set. 
Said I, my Borrows now an end should know ! 
Vespasian never wretched was tUl now ! 
I fight to purchase what I not regard, 
Rome with my ruin does my sword reward. 
Gods 1 The Queen's smitence I must quickly ^eak. 
Or I shall aU my resolutions break. 
Who waits ) 
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Snier an Officer. 

m My lord! 

Tit. How forward is the day t 

Off. The aun does o'er the hillB his beams diepUy. 

Til. The loit'ring mom does me a while prevent ; 
The beauteous Queeu now slumbers in her tent ; 
Some God in dream the fatal tidings bear, 
And for her doom her noble soul prepare. 
Till she awakes I must my love reprieve. 
Meanwhile I for th' assault will oMers give. 

Trumpets sound, and a Centcrion ent&rs. 

Cent. Great sir I Tiberias with the Kings attend 
Without your tent, and for admission send. 

TU. Conduct 'em in ! they op^rtunely come. 
Now stubborn town I must pronounce thy doom. 

CentuTwn goes out and immediatdy enter Tiberias, 
Malchus, and Antiochus. 

Tih. All health to glorious Cresar ! Duty 
brings 
Myself, and your allies, these brave yonng Kings, 
Thus early, sir, your great commands to know ; 
Both they and aM your troops impatient grow. 
Your mercy longer should these rebels save. 
And humbly beg they may permission have 
To throw this city, without more delay, 
Beneath your feet, and end the war to-day. 

Tit. These valiant monarchs my desires prevent. 
What they petition is my own intent 
These slaves no more my mercy shall outbrave, 
Yet I would fain this splendid city save. 
Methinks it does a noble town appear ; 
Gods might forsake their heaven t' inhabit here. 
With much delight I from my camp behold 
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Their shining Temple, flaming all with gold ; 

Which every morning puts BDeh glory on, 

I oft mistake it for the rising Bnn. 

The mountain which sup^rts the splendid weight, 

Under the bright oppression seems to sweat ; 

Whilst flocking gods from every region come, 

Despising all Uieir little fanes at home. 

Mai. To shining walls do you such kindness 
hear: 
For the den's sake will you the wild beast 
spare) 

Ant. Three months your gen'rous self you deaf 
have shewn 
To th' importunings of your own renown ; 
Feeding your hungry eagles every day. 
Only in pity to the trembling prey, 
Tiring the arms of Fame, who, to present 
Her load of crowns has waited at your tent. 

1%. Both men and gods, astoniah'd, sir, appear 
To see a den of famished rebels here. 
Which might so soon out of your way be hurl'd. 
Retard you from the conquest of the world. 

Mai. But how much longer shall, may soon be 
known; 
Two walls your rams beneath your feet have 

thrown, 
That now the town has in her sad distress 
But one poor wall to hide her nakedness. 

Anl. Yea I mighty Ctesar has one robe bestow'd, 
A work that might become some powerful god ; 
A wall wherewith he has their tow'rs confin'd 
As if to make new wonders for mankind : 
Built by your legions in the little space, 
The sun but thrice drove round his daily race ; 
That the fourth morning the astonish'd sun 
Stood still to gaze on what your troops had done ; 
And now these crowds cannot your anger fly. 
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They have no way to 'bc^m yon, bat to die. 

7U. Yoa nw, constraio'd by ftmine, how they 
fought ; 
Gtms, bfty, or dong, at irtut dear rates they boi^t ; 
Around die meadows they would fiercely range. 
And freely blood for juice of gnas exchangti : 
Nay, with the plenty grew lazurjoas too. 
Were fat with grasB, and drunk with morning dew. 
That I was forc'd this remedy to take, 
fiotli for my men and fw my hones' sake ; 
Most for their own, whom I would fain reprieve, 
C<HUpd to taste my clemency, and live. 

Tib. Yes, sir ; but ere they will a Rcnun serve. 
The fooliah slaves in malice chose to starve : 
Shut in with famine, he such shoals does eat, 
The savi^ monster will our swords defeat ; 
Each ditch and vaalt his fool proviaons fiD ; 
There scarce are hvii^ left enow to kilL 

Tit. A strange distraction on these wretches seize. 

Mai. The nobler Jews an sick of that disease. 
Religious madness does their Hinds oppr^sE, 
And with Grange dieains their raving thoughts 

possess: 
Past cure of hunger, darkness, iron rods. 
They talk of nought but Eeav'n, rel^on, gods, 
Of conq'ring you, nay of enslaving Roise^ 
Of Empire here, and paradise to come. 

Atti. Nay, every moment they expect a King 
Of their own nation, who shall succour bring, 
Strsiwe wonders do both teach and rale the earth, 
And Utink the clouds big with this mighty birth. 
It never thunders but they think he calls; 
Each storm tfaey watch to catch him as he falls. 

Tib. Some fondly dream, the Parthian Kingis be; 
Think him the eldest son of prophesies 
Find him inroll'd in their divine record. 
And see strange wonden budding on hia sword. 
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A mighty empir* is m him b^an, 
He drives along the chariot of th^ mid. 
Behind the hilU already it appears. 
His valour laehea on the loitering years. 

Til. Poor Prince 1 to Tanlt tip to such he^hts as 

Improper ground he for his rise has choee. 
My injur'd patience shall na longer wait ; 
This n^ht I have decreed the city's fate ; 
And the last momiog now is drawing (m 
The sun shall rise o'er this rebellious town. 
To all my squadrons strictest orders bear. 
They for a general assault prepare I 
And if the rebels stiU my mercy alight, 
Bury the city out of human sight I 
Only from ruin save the bright abode 
Of their great power, I would oblige that god ; 
To aid rebellion, nobly he disdains; 
Besides the pile my admiration gains : 
What else of greatness may deserve the name 
Preserve for monumeats of Roman fame. 

TS>. How will Heav'n's vaults with acclamations 
ring. 
When theav commanda we to the airmy bringi 

Hal. For this my Arabs haive impatient Imen. 

jinl. No lew have all my slaves of Goniagene. 

Tit. But, that this stubborn city yet may find 
How much to clemency I am ineba'd. 
Through all my axmy ]»odamation make. 
That all who to my mercy will betake, 
ril gladly as my oeat of friends regard. 
And not alone will pardcMi, Imt reward; 
But no con^RffiiNi shall prevaU for them. 
Who this my proffer'd mercy dare contemn. 

Tib. Severity to some would thouaandi save ; 
And, sir, your legions troops of caf tives have ; 
If Cnsar please, ere we the tight begin. 
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We will, for terror to the slaves within. 
The rebel captives, ta'ne in heat of fight, 
Fix on high croBses in their brethren's sight : 
The horrid spectacle will batter down 
Their souls, as fast as engines do the town. 

Tit. Straight let the orders through my camp be 
spread! 

[Ttft. whispers a CetU., who goes out. 
Mat. I mighty Ciesar's pleasure at the head 

Of all my troops will wait {Exit 

Ant. And I at mine ; 
My squadrons soon shall be prepar'd to join. 

[ExU. 
A Shoui. 
Tib. Hark ! from the camp glad shouts invade 
the air, 
The news are spread, and all with joy prepare. 
Like fiery steeds they bound, and beat the plains. 
And loudly neigh to feel the slack'ned reins. 

Rattling of chains, and a loud ay, as of many 
prisoners wilkin calling for mercy. 

Tib. The condemn'd captives now are led to die. 
And vainly to your guards for mercy cry. 

Tit These wretches' sorrows move me; none 
before 
From me did mercy undenied implore. 

Tib. Now ere our legions towards the city move, 
\Aside. 
I must assault awhile my general's love, 
To rouze his soul must be my speedy care ; 
To a bright heaven he shortly will repair, 
Where his fair Queen will no admission find. 
Already I have stir'd his noble mind ; 
But I'm afraid again he's fal'n asleep, 
And the sweet dream his soul does pris'ner keep ; 
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-I must no longer the alarm delajr, 

For the whole empire for his wakine stay. 

Tit. Now to my friend Tiberias ITl impart 

{Aside. 
The strange decree of my revolting heart. 
The victory, it o'er that fire does gain, 
He, and all Rome so long oppos'd in vain. 

Tii. Now, sir, one word ! 

Tit. Ah I friend ! thy thoughts I guess. 
Against my love thou somethmg would'st express. 

Tib. The time is drawing near I 

Tit. Oh ! how I grieve I 
Must I the joys of love for Empire leave I 

Tib. My boldness, Ctesar, punish or forgive, 
Your beloved passion must no longer live. 
You know Eome waits but till this siege be done. 
To place your partner in your father's throne. 
The Empire will not for his setting stay. 
She'll have no twilight, but perpetual day : 
But certain laws each step to glory guard, 
Aa e'er in th' upper world for the reward 
Of your great deeds a godhead you receive. 
You first by nature's law this world must leave ; 
So by the laws of Eome, ere you remove 
To poVr and empire, you must die to love. 
I mean this love, which you descend to place 
On a crown'd head, and one of foreign race 
For to be plain, Rome never will admit 
A Queen on her imperial throne should sit ; 
'Less that her laws you should with one out-brave. 
Who wears her chains, and is her Royal slave. 
On Cesar's noble nature I presume j 
But I must venture whatsoe'er's ray doom. 
None vainly will deceive a dying friend ; 
You to new worids of glory now ascend, 
And sir, it is my duty to declare 
You are for Heaven, and bid you straight prepare. 
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TU. Thy coiinaeki all from perfect friendghip 

Too Tell the Roaun lavs N>d piide 1 know. 
Oh I gods ! what charming love must I forsake } 

Tib. Of that, gnM sir, there's vook di^mte wiO 
make. 

Tit Ah I friend ! nore diarwitg than thon 
canst believe. 
Or raise imagimtian to coneeive. 
Like froaen climatca thoa my son nay'at lee. 
But what I fee) is mystery to thee. 
She De'er unveils her beaoty to' my sight. 
But my soul's lost in mazes of dehgfat ! 
My thir^ eyes drink in a secret &e, 
I feel a joy no repetitions tire. 
Her charms each day with fresh dd^t [ view. 
And still discover in 'em something new. 

T&i. What muaC be dcme, sir, will yoa then 
proceed? 

Tit. Ah I who can soon &ora such a hvre be 
freed 1 
Yet, friend, to Atrvr mj glory I'll couplete, 
Tiurt nothing for my coun^ is too great. 
Against this lore which is to me so dear. 
From my own mouth thi» wondrooe sentence hear : 
Know then, the hour 1 all my hopes can crown^ 
Now Heav'n raina on me alt wish'd blessings down; 
Now smiling fate makes garlands for my Mul, 
And spreads a mighty bed for love to iM ; 
To the bir Queen I go, strange news to b^ ! 
I go — oh ! heavens ! — I go — now to deelar o 

Tib. What sir 1 

Tit. What thoa would'st ne'er beheve before. 
That we mnst never see eaeh other more. 

Tib. Amazing news I 

Tii. Tiberias, 'tia decreed ! 
My heart does for the Queen's miafortuDes bleed ; 
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I fear of fatal consequence 'twill prove I 
But nothing can my resolutions move. 
S«Ten days my iab'ring aoul in pain hat heen, 
To break the fatal tidings to the Qoeen. 
Sometimes in sight I would my thoughts ezptess, 
And fain would have hei my intentiona goeas. 
But she who nobly on my £uth ieli#s. 
Little suspecta whence the false n^ui iiise. 
Sure of my heart, and lavish t^ hec awn, 
Mistakes th' iiit«iition of my secret moan. 
Pities my atarawa, and more ebanniDg gKiw*, 
And all my ecuTage wholly overthrowa. 
But now, I've all my eoBatancy alarm'd. 
My soul is fix'd, and J am wholly ana^d. 

Tib. Oh I wondrous conquest L now your glori- 
ous name, 
And mighty deeds shall fill the montlt of lame. 
You barb'roiis nations did anbdae before. 
But now yoorself those nations' conqueror ; 
Though some rude fears into our mindi would 

press, 
Yet, sir, Irom you we did e^>ect no kn. 

Tii. Ohl we with wpeeiom names ourselves 
deceive. 
And solid joys for empty titles lexve. 
Oh, gods I what pleasores now do I forsake 1 
I'll think no morv^ my constancy will shake. 
You flatt'ring dnams of love b^ne botm henoe I 
111 do't, and ne'er regard the consequence. 
Trwnpek, and ertler an officer. 

Off. Great sir, the Queen is lighted at tlte tent. 

TU. Ah t friend 1 

T^. How sir ? so soon your eoan^e spent 1 
Desert the £dd ere you Uw %ht b^in 1 
Now is the time 

Tit. No more I Conduct her in ! 
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Enter Berenice, Seuandra. 

Ber. My Lord in health ! hot I am eas'd of pain, 
And my mind's quiet is retum'd again. 
A foolish dreun tormented me to-ni^ht ; 
What, matters not, now I have you in sight. 
But ha I I in your looks a sadness spy ; 
Yon only to my words with sighs reply. 
Must all your thoughts to fame devoted be : 
Can you afford no room in 'em for me ? 
If present thus you banish me your mind, 
My image sure does cold acceptance find. 
In your retiring heart, when I am gone. 
And left it quite to your dispose alone. 

Til. Ah, madam I all the gods can witness bear. 
Queen Berenice ia always present there. 
No time, nor absence ever shall deface 
That image love once in my heart did place. 

Ber. Why, sir, do you invoke the gods for this : 
Does Titus need a Mend to Berenice t 
All they can witness will superfluous be j 
Titus is Heav'n, and all the gods to me. 

Til. Ye gods I how dearly must I Empire buy 1 
[Aside. 
You keep the rates of glory up too high, 
And too severe a task of me require, 
Who no delight but Berenice desire. 
' T^. C»sar is lost ! What charms does she dis- 
play ? [Aside. 
Stifled in sweets his courage faints away. 

Ber. Ah, sir ! your eyes do you from me with- 
draw. 
As if some iU nnpleasing thing you saw. 
Alas 1 permit me to relate my fears : 
Methinks of late a change in yon appears ; 
These seven days I have not gain'd a word. 
Tour alter'd looks did not one smile afford. 
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Alas ! to doubt your love I do not dare, 

And yet I caDiiot from some fear forbear ; 

These omens must forbode gome ill I'm sure. 

My fate has been too happy to endure. 

Say then, whence eprings this trouble? if from 

me, 
Tell me, and I will die to set you free ; 
For all ia done, that I was bom to do, 
If I can add no more delight to you : 
For you are all 

Tit. Hadam, no more I no more I 
On me too liberally you favours pour ; 
For on a most ungrateful man they faU. 

Ber. Ah, sir I do you yourself ungrateful call 1 
Perhaps you weary of my kindness grow, 
That never was a trouble thought tUl now. 
I have liVd long enough, if that be true ; 
For all the joy I take in life, is you. 

Til. My sorrow, madam, since I must reveal, 

My heart did never greater passion feeL 

But 

Ber. Finish, sir ! 

TU. Alas I 

Ber. Speak, speak my doom ! 

Tit. Some god assist me now the Empire 

Rome 

Bound to th' assault, Til to my squadrons straight, 

My soul's opprest. I can no more relate. Exit. 

Goes on the mdden with Tir 

BtT. Dear Heav'n 1 what should this mystery 
contain 1 

Sem. Nothing but Heav'n the riddle can explain. 
You have done nothing might his anger move ? 

Ber. Except he takes offence at too much love. 

Sem. I wish ill news from Rome has not possest, 
With some unpleasing thoughts, his troubled breast. 
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Yon know the hate «he bears your rank sod you. 

And now if he 

Bar. Alas ! if tluit were true ! 

But, oh I he nev«a: can so civil prove \ 
A thousand times he has auor'd his love 
Should to no haughty laws of Rome submit, 
And ere his lore be would tite Empire quit. 
And now, that I esteem my dinger past, 
He will not sure uudo me at the last 1 
No Titus' soul must needs be generous stiU, 
And mine as brave must think of him no ill. 
Whate'er it is, I'm imeoncern'd to know. 
Whilst I have faim, jet thrones and Empires go ! 
Their lose I would not with one tear redeem, 
I have die Empire of the world in him. {£x«tfd. 



Act H. 

Scene— The Palace in JEBtrsALEM. 

EtUer Matthias, Sagak, PHiSKAa 

PAiiu How long will Heav'n bis needful aid d^y 1 
With various plagues our nation pines away : 
Besieg'd without by all the power gf Bwn^ 
Fami^'d within, and no relief does come. 
Our prayers on daily embassies we send. 
But Heav'n no angel volunteers will lend ; 
He lockn his mercy up in towers of brass. 
Nor lets our prayers on their embassage pass. 

Sag. Rome's l^t'ring rams bare more ^eot than 
ours, 
Her engines daily overset our towers ; 
But our strong cries, though ne'«r so loud we call, 
Cannot so much as shake Heaven's crystal wall. 
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Mai, I cannot dive into t^e mystie seaBe ; 
But Heaven his presenoe haa withdrawB from 

beoce: 
He none of all his wonted ways replies, 
By angek' vieioDM, dreuas, or prophesies ; 
From his own Temple he haa tane his flight. 
And given it to owk and birds of night. 

PAm. A. reason sure no mortal thoi^ht can frame. 
But Heavai at ub does all his arrows aim. 
We know not where to m&ke our chief defence, 
'Gainst famine, traitors, Rome, or pestilence : 
If from the Bontan fury to preserve 
Ourselves we fight, we only fight to starve : 
If by dear purchas'd food we Qfe maintain. 
We fight to «at, and eat to fight again. 

Sag. These are hizuiioua t£inga you now relate ; 
The plenty's lust of that <mce h^py State. 
We must no more on the rich meadows stray, 
Nor dine with Cassar's horses every day. 
Titus not only a poor famished crew 
Imprisons, but their walls and bulwarks too. 
A woudiouB proof of £(uutui greatness shewn, 
A mighty waJl surrounding all the town. 
Built in three days ; that now we pounded are, 
Penn'd in with monst»^ famine, and despair. 
For Roman sport, like gladiators here. 
We fight, as in ui amphitheatre. 
They laugh to see us by each other fall. 
And shut in lamine to devour us aU. 

Mai. And IrtHn that mcuister we small mercy find, 
Our crowds are all to fleeting ^adows pin&d ; 
They walk about like spectres of the night, 
Famish'd to shapee, would even ghosts afright : 
Paler than ghosts the starving people lye. 
And rather seem to vanish than to die. 
No tears for friends or kindred now are dhed, 
The living look with envy on the dead, 
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Who, freed from bnnger'B rigorous demands. 
Have flung their tenements on Nature's hands. 

Phin. And, lest devouring famine should be 
d<^'d, 
And we not fast or soon enough destroy'd, 
What little orta the monster can afford 
Are by the bloody rebels' swords devour'd. 

Sag. And lest the Parthian King our nation save, 
That we from ruin no defence may have. 
That spreading tree, under whose boughs we sate, 
And shelter found in all the storms of fate. 
Blasted by love, now withers every day. 
And with him all our comfort pines away. 

Fkin. Yes, at Clarona's feet, 'tis said, he lyes ; 
Who saves the father, by the daughter dies. 

Sag. It will dishonour on religion draw ; 
Tis true, we are forbidden by the law 
To match with strangers to our faith and blood, 
But we are more forbid ingratitude. 

Mai. Your sentimenta I do not disapprove ; 
My daughter has my leave to shew him love, 
In hopes to win him by enticing charms, 
To divine pleasures in religion's arms, 
And to reward his sout with heavenly Joy, 
That crown, nor Rome, nor rebels can destroy. 

Phin. Why our own safety do we thus neglect 1 
And only fight base rebels to protect. 
We bawd for them, whilst they their lusts procure 
We from Heaven's officers defend the door. 
Vespasian is the scourge of wrath divine ; 
Let UB these rebels to the rod resign. 

Mai. I dare not do it, they will then resume 
Their ancient cries ; conspiracies with Rome ! 
With shews of truth they will their chaise 

maintain, 
And I shall help 'em my renown to stain, 

[Crits without. 
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He&rk I they have now begua their moming'a chace, 

Soff. This palace borders near the h61y place. 
And thence tne winds these doleful noises bear. 

Mai. Some by the rebels noT are tortured there. 

Phin. Since those foul spirits did the Temple 
haunt 
Our ears did ne'er these entertainments want 

Mat. Our altars they possess, our laws contemn ; 
Let na atone oor sins with blood of them. 

[Ex. om. 

The Scene changes to the Temple. 

Enter John, Eleazik, Pharisees, driving several 
over the Stage. 
1 Fha. Oh I bloody hypocrites ! 
J(A. Scourge I scourge 'em well I 
See if th' idohttors no food conceal 

Elder a PHARISEE, foUffwed by a Woman. 

1 Pha. A woman in the act of eating ta'ne ! 
Worn. Thou greedy thief restore my bread again ! 

I three days' hunger for this morsel bore, 
Denied myself, and ran on nature's score ; 
And thou depriy'st me of thia poor retreat, 
Thou savage cannibal my life dost eat. 
Joh. Thou griev'st Uiyself and us with Tain 
complaints. 
We must not ainnera feed with broad of saints. 
Xow move our plot, but so as none may know, 

[/rAtspwa a Pharisee. 
Or gnesB, you shoot my arrows from your bow. 
Some vision feign, for, with a vulgar head. 
Visions like pictures serve in reason's stead. 

2 Pha. Enough! [Whispers to Jolin. 

Now brethren to our great affairG. 

Oh ! John, how long wilt thou deny our prayers? 
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Seest'thon not how the nation headless lies; 
The priest depos'd by his impieties, 
The sacred flock withont a shepherd Btray 
Through thorns and brakes, and made to wolves a 

prey; 

Whilst thou canst all their sufferings behold. 
And wilt not drive them safe into a fold t 

Joh. How precious is to me the tenderest moau 
Of suffering saints, I oft and long have shewn. 
I have lamented long to see a vile 
And impious man the diadem defile, 
With names of gpod and loyal gild his train, 
And saints with the repro{ich of rebels stain ; 
Deluding tender minds, who do not see, 
Not mitres make a priest, hut sanctity : 
But, sirs, I would not have the burden fall 
On me, the weakest, meanest of you all. 

2 Fha. We have consulted, wept, and pray'd, 
and find 
Our souls borne to thee by a pow'rful wind, 
That blows from Heaven, and against that gale 
No human wisdom most pretend to sail 
. Joh. Alas ! No holy man a mitre wants. 
For we are all high priests as we are saints. 

2 Pha. But since some weak ones know not their 
own right, 
And '^inst religion for a mitre fight ; 
For sake of tender minds 'twere fit we join 
Internal saintship with external sign. 

Ulea. Sirs, shall we not this way the law offend t 
This office must to Aaron's sons descend. 

Joh. Think you, dear brother, carnal sons are 
meant J 
No, but his sons by heavenly descent. 
But yet suppose the literal sense were good, 
Power, Heav'n's crown land, is but at will be- 
stow' d; 
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And, whea 'tie forfeited by vicked men. 
Returns to saints the royiu blood agaiii. 
I do not speak that such a weight snould EbU 
On me, the weakest, meanest of you aU. 

2 Pha. Dost thou oppose us stiU 1 Then hear, and 
fear J 
A vision did last night to me appear 1 
Putting a priestly mitre in my hand, 

\Tcikts a mltTc. 
Grown John with it, said he, at my command, 
If he rejects it, or beneath it faints, 
Let him reject, too, the reward of saints. 
Now, if you dare, the vision disobey I 

Joh. But did the vision " John " distinctly say 1 

2 Pha. With a loud voice it "John" did thrice 
proclaim, 
As if it fear'd I should foiget the name. 

Joh. . It must some secret mystery contain ; 
For dreams and visions never do speak plain : 
Some of yon holy onea by " John " are meant. 

2 Pha. You are " the John " to whom the mitre's 
sent. 

Joh. Brethren ! indeed you value me too high. 

2 Pha. Obedience to the vision's voice deny 1 

Elea. Perhaps the literal senne some doubts has 
bred, 
I'll be the mystic John then in his stead. 
And with the holy burden will rejoice, 

[Eleasw puU ore a mitre. 
John lakes the mUrefrom Eleanor's head: 

JcA. I sin, I sin ) I will obey the voice. 
Brethren I I thank you aU, for though I know 
The sacred burden, under which I bow. 
Cannot by flesh and blood be andei^one, 
Yet you your high esteem of me have shewn. 
With cheerful wine now fill the holy bowls, 
And with religious joy refresh our souls. 
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AD creatures for delight of saints £ie made, 
And wicked men do but our rights invade. 
If one of us a sinner's bread devours, 
He wrongs him not, for all the world is ours. 
The banquet spread, and let the music play I 
Thus, saints, is all your coronation day. 
I'm but the humblest servant of you ul. 
To you the ease, to me the burdens fidL 
My priestly blessing in this bowl i give ; 
May traitors perish, and the brethren hve ! 
For ever live, for ever love maintain ! 

1 Pha. With swelling hearts and bowls we wUh. 

JU. Amen ! [^U drmk., 

Joh. Once more I wish, for ever love maintain ! 

3 Ffia. Once more we say, Amen I 

3 Pha. Amen I 

AH. Amen ! [All drink. 

Joh^ Now the Apostate I condemn to die, 
Who has so long defiled this dignity. 
By my own hand that victim shall be dain. 
And with his blood I'll bless my following reign : 
True, if the soul of any private saint 
Does after such a glorious action pant. 
Then by his valour let the traitor bleed, 
111 humbly yield to him the gracious deed. [Extl. 

Scene — The Palace. 
EiUer ClaronA, followed hy Phkaartes. 

Phra. In vain you fly ! to death I vrill pursue ! 
I've always been accustom'd to subdue. 
Indeed, by villains, fortune, and by Borne 
I've been betray'd, but ne'er was overcome. 
Here I have brought my war, nor will be gone. 
Till every province of you be my own. 

Clar. Little knows he his love'a too great success, 
And my now vanqnish'd heart's more great distress. 
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Pkra, See I if she will bestow on me a look, 
What soul is able such disdain to brook 1 
Malicious chance I that ever I came here ! 
I stopt my glory in its full career, 
There had not now in the whole world remain'd, 
A throne unconquer'd, or a King unchain'd ! 
But all that glory in tiiia fatal place 
I have consum'd before one beauteous face. 

Clar. Did I entreat you, sir, so long to stay. 
And for my sake your great designs delay 1 

Phr. I know you scorn my love and valour both ! 
The safety I bestow on you, you loath : 
You daily like the mom in blushes rise, 
Because you live by one. you do despise. 

Clar. All this with patience I can hear from you. 

Phr. You can hear any thing you should not do ; 
But you are deaf to all tJie loudest Bounds 
Of all my services, of all my wounds ; 
Though camp and city both do silence break. 
And th^re the dead, and here the liviug, speak, 
All to your hearing cannot force a way. 

Clar. I stiU can bear. 

Pkr. And still slight all I say. 
Why with such scorn do yon my love deny 1 
Shew me the nian on earth more great than I, 
And let that man the happy lover be. 

Clar. Greatness not vdued is at all by me. 

Pkr. What do you value t 

Clar. Kothing in this vain 
And wretched world 

Phr. Would I were out on't then ! 

Clar. Where is the heart such kindness would 
not move t 
Who can resist such merit and such lovel \iVefp». 

Phr. How ! do you weep ) Nay, then, I have 

done ill ! 

Thus humbly I for pardon to you kneel ! \Knuh. 
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Let not my rage a trouble to you prove, 
1 do confesB I un Dii£t to love. 
Love has too violent effect, I find. 
On my too raeh and most unruly mind. 

(Trumpet smtmis. 
ovely maid ! 
To reach thy heavenly beauties I have etray'd ; 
Like the mistaken fool, who wanders round 
To find the place where heaven does touch the 

ground. 
Whilst thou continuest still, far, far above 
Tallest deserts, and most aspiring love. 
Who highest dimb, but reach thee with their eye. 
Mo more then those who in the valleys lie. 

[Offers to go. 

Clar. Oh I stay I 

Phr. That charming voice did I not hear t 
Or did my thoughts deceive my credulous ear ) 

CUtr. Stay yet a moment with me ! 

Pkr. Stay with you i 
That I to aJl eternity could do. 

Clar. Sit down a while, for I have much to say. 

Phr. Such kind commands how gladly I obey. 

Clar. Did I e'er think that any should subdue 
[Aside. 
Uy heart to love, and to confess it too 1 
Oh heaven 1 that thou so kind to me hadst been 
That I had never King Phraartes seen. 

Phr. Is it for this that I must tarry here t 

Clar. You may have- patience, sir, till more 
appear. 
Oh, had I never King Phraartes seen, 
My life had been all happy and serene I 
I had not known what shame or guilt had meant. 
Nor had a thought of which I might repent, 

Pkr, Have I transplanted any of those foul 
And thorny weeds out of my desart soul 
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Into your braaat J let 'em not there remaiD, 
Return 'em to their native soil again. 

Glar. You have a plant, I thought no more could 
grow 
In my cold breast than roses in the snow : 
A plant whose name I did abhor before. 
Nor dare I name it lest I speak no more. 

Pkr. What artist can my trembling doubts 



Oh, that I durst auppoae it to be love I 

I'd give my crown I could my thoughts beguile 

But with those dawning gUmmering hopes a while. 

Clar. What unknown fates are kept for us above^ 
That I should own to any one I love 1 

Phr. Wbat vast oppression of delight is this 1 
Hold I for I bow beneath the weight of bliss. 

Clar. Alas ! I think indeed you alter'd grow. 
And blood out of your wounds b^ns to flow. 

Phr. Let it flow on ! But did you say yoii 

lovel 

Clar. Suppress this passion, it may hurtful prove. 
Lean on my bosom whilst your wounds I bind. 

Phr. Oh ! joy 1 oh sweetness 1 oh my ravish'd 

I cannot speak the half that I would say ; 
And heark ! the trumpet calls me now away. 

\TTumpei sounds. 

Clar. Peace, murd'ring sonnd I thou rfialt not 
be obey'd ; 
Yon shall not stir, the bleeding is not stay'd : 
Do not go from me. — — 

Phr. Do not go from you % 
If, by each blow I gave, a King I slew. 
For all their crowns I wou'd not stir fhnn hence ; 
But I must fight, my love, in your defence. 

Glar. Can I be safe, and you in danger thrown 1 
Preserve my life in saving of your own : 



ciq mod t, Google 



344 THE DESTRDCTtOH OF JBRUSALEH. 

£«freHli yourself a while with gentle ease, 
And 111 oppose our cruel enemies, 
If need require. I'm of a nation bred, 
Whose softer sex has oft our armies led, 
Out countiT sav'd, and singly have prevail'd. 
When all the courage of our men hare fail'd. 

Phr. Sweetest of creatures 1 if there angels be. 
What angel is not wishing to be thee t 
Our State not yet so very deap'rate grows. 
That we should throw our jewels at our foes. 
Love is thy field ; for those delightful harms 
Thou art all over thee prepar'd with arms ; 
Shoot all thy arrows in one melting kiss. 
And wound me, wound me to the death with bliss .! 
[Kisses ker chttk. 
Our vows are seal'd, and I a god am crown'd ! 

Ciar. In a red sea of blushes I am drown'd. 

Phr. Torrent of sweetness I pour on me again 
Thy overwhelming pleasures I — ■ 

Clar. Oh refrain ! 

Phr. I cannot I cannot I 

Glar. Now you must no more j 

When Heav'n my country's freedom shall restore. 
And fill the land with joy, it may be then 
You shall not be the only wretched man. 

Pkr. That word alarm does to my courage 
sound I ^ 

Another soul does in my breast rebound. 
Above a man I shall this moment fight, 
And will be blest above a god to-night : 
For yet ere night no foe alive shall be. 
To interpose betwixt my joys and me. 
But one kind look, and I to arms repair. 

Clar. Take it I and with it my devoutest prayer 
To Heav'n to guard you. 

Phr. Oh how am I blest I 

Clar. Much lessthaa I am I — Pray, at my request 
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Be careful of yourself. 

P/tr. That I shall be, 
'Cause love has made me now a part of thee. 
1 leave with thefe for pledge my soul, my heart. 

Olar. Good angels guide you ! [Exit. 

Phr. Thoa my angel art. 
She's mine ; and now the gods die did adore, 
And heav'nly thoughts shall never haunt her more. 
[EiM. 



AcrllL 

Stene—TBM. Roman Tents. 

Etder Berenice and Seuandra. 

B«r. CMi heavens ! not see me, nor approach me 
oucel 
All love, all pity, all respect reoouace 1 
Amazing change in him this does express ; 
Something has ruin'd all my happiness. 

Sem. On judge not so severely of your fate ! 

Ber. It is too true : What less than bitter 
hate 
Gou'd make him thus disorder'-d from me run, 
Nay, seek occasions Berenice to shun % 
I have but once beheld him aU this day. 
And then he turn'd his eyes from me away, 
Wou'd not with one, my many smiles requite ; 
I was so far from yielding him delight, 
That he wou'd look on any thing but me, 
I was the hateful'st object he could see. 

Sera. The sight appear'd to me exceeding strange, 
I wonder what it is has wroi^ht this change ; 
I cannot think it irom unkindness flows, 
I rather fear from Rome some tempest blows : 
Or from the camp new threat'ning clouds arise ; 
I see the army's daily mutinies 
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Agninst luB love ; — and may I not believe 
He grieves lest these yonr noble- mind ehoukl 
grieve ) 

Ber. Does he eo meanly of my heart esteem % 
la it a trouble to endure for him 1 

Sem. Wliat, though it may afford delight to you, 
Shou'd he be pleas'd you suffer for him too 1 
May not the best of men t^icted prove 
She shou'd be troubled whom he best does love 1 
No doubt to crown yon Empress he aspires, 
And finds Rome will not bow to hia desires : 
Is it unnatnral a gen'rons'mind 
Shou'd grieve to be from gen'rous acts confin'd 1 
That he in spite of him ignoble, proves, 
And cannot act as bravely as he loves j 

Ber. Thy fond defend does bnt accuse him more. 
As if Rome durst oppose her Emperor. 
Do not I know her Emperors to please. 
She both her laws and gods will sacrifice 1 
But what though she denies her mighty throne 1 
His passion sure entirely is his own : 
No laws did ever yet to love forbid, 
And having him, can I an Empire need 1 
Who want a throne tiiat they may liappy prove 
Have hearts too great, or else too little love. 
By none but Ca9sar I can be undone. 

And I will be appeas'd by him or none. 

But, ha ! a shout ! 

Sem. It shou'd a triumph be, 
It sounds like the glad voice of victory. 

Ber. Enquire thf^ cause, and ease me of my fear, 
I'm on the wrack till I the tidings hear. 

Sem. goes out, and immedicdely re-enters. 
Sem. Madam, it is a triumph as we thought. 
The army have a glorious vict'ry got, 
Hot o'er the rebels, but their general's mind ; 
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Your lord it geems this fatal mom deaign'd 
To head his squadrons, and expose in fight 
Himself, the world's both gloiy and delight. 
A thought his loyal legions could not bear.; . 
His resolution by the earnest prayer 
Of all his Kings and captains ie subdu'd, 
And now the glad victorious multitude. 
With joys triumphant make the echoes ring, 
Whilst their great captive to his tent they bring. 
Ber. To the whole world he wou'd have injury 

done, , . 

All have a right in him as in the sun ; 
HeaVn one so brave for common good does 

frame : — 
I once an int'rest in him too might claim, 

But tiiat I fear is lost [ffeeps. 

I'll run to him, my thoughts he shall set free, 

I cannot live in this uncertainty ; . 

Tis worse than death his kindness to suspect, 

Or live one moment under hia neglect.. [Ex. 

Enter Trrus, Tiberias, Malchus, Antiochus. 
Tit. The humble prayers your loyalties have 

My resolution with success invade ; 
Go and discharge my legions on the town I 
Each moment now is laden with renown. . 
The gods and I will faithfully talte care 
The Hving and the dead rewards shall share. 
Well laurels place on each victorious head, 

I'll crown the living, and the gods the dead. 

Axe th' engines mounted t 

Tib. All upon the wheel. 

Ant. The tow'rs already seem with fear to reel. 

Mai. To th' inner wall we now have near access ; 
The Cit3f's stately robes, and upper dress • 
Of suburbs burnt, she, now no longer bold. 
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With some few rags stands shiTering in the cold. 

Tit. How do these men compel me to deface 
The ch&nning beauty of this goodly place t 

Tib. And Uutt the obstinate and rebel Jews 
May hope no more your men^ to abase. 
We on tlie plain have drawn before their eyes 
A hvely scheme to shew their destinlea : 
They need not vex the stars, or trouble art. 
The hills and valleys can their fates impart ; 
The vocal forest is tran^pUnted there, 
Fiam groaniiig trees they oracles may hear ; 
The hiUa are shaded witi a horrid wx>od. 
And valleys fill'd with vineyards weeping blood. 
Crucified bodies cover all the plain : 
Let 'em view them and obstinate remain. 

Tii. These men distort my nature, wrest my 

And torture me lest they shou'd mercy find. 

[Tiius taiks to Tib. 
Enter BERENtCE, Sehandra. 
Makhui, Afdioehug, goM on Beretuee. 
Mai. The Queen ! with beauty let me fill my sight. 
And take before hand the reward of fight : 
My Bword in Ciesar's service I employ 
But to see her, whose tove he does enjoy. 
Ant. The fair young Queen ! with beauty I'm 



Oh Cnsar ! Ctesar ! for a man too blest ! 
The gods more happiness on thee bestow, 
Than they themselves are capable to know. 

[Tib., Mai., Ant. Ex. 
Titm sea the Qwea, and starts. 
Tit. The Queen 1 I at the sight of her grow chill. 
Like one in view of birn he means to kilL 
Ber. May I of Cesar crave without ofi'ence, 
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The Favour of a moment's conference 3 

Tit. Ie it the Queen aaya this I Is she to know 

That all things here allegiance to her owe, 

And that she no way can oblige me more, 

Then in commanding what she does implore 1 
Ber. I never shall survive the happy day. 

When I on CaBsar obligations lay ; 

Since so much glory were too great to bear : 

I have already had too great a Bhare 

Of pleaBurea, in the sole belief that I 

Could contribute to bis felicity. 

Tit. Shou'd the &ir Queen the moment not out- 

In which her love to me does pleasure give, 
How often must that beauteous Princess die 1 
Since all my thoughts 1 on her love employ, 
And ev'ry thought affords my soul delight. 
But oh ! my injur'd passion I must right 
Was all my love not real, but deceit! 
And did you but believe my kindness great % 

Ber. Far be all ill auspiciona &om my breast ; 
I should my self, and justly too, detest. 
If a mean thought of CiesaF e'er should find 
Any the least reception in my mind. 
All his past love I do not, dare not wrong. 
But I the gloiT have eiijoyd too long ; 
Csesar is pleas d to let it now decline. 
Which I impute to some offence of mine ; 
For he can think so thoi^ht but what is brave, 
No ! I some great offence committed have, 
But what is wholly to my soul unknown ; 
If I might know it, I my crime wou'd own. 

Tit. To what do these unkind expressions teiid i 
You make me think indeed you can offend. 
Since you to these euBplcions can be wrought. 

Ber. I do not, sir, accuse you of a fault ; 
Cffisar can err in nothing he can do. 
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So great a glory never was my due. 

Much less when I have something done or said. 

Which all my tight has justly forfeited. 

Tit. Nov trutb. assist me I this unkiud debate 
Aignes not mine, but your own cruel hate ; 
You sure incline to what you faiu wou'd prove. 
And have a mind I should uo longer love. 
This is too hard, too painful to be borne, 
I swear, as I a thousand times have sworn, 
But that the day the sight of you does shew, 
I care not if the sun wou'd shine or no ; 
That all the joy that, does by life accrue. 
Is but to love, and be belov'd by you. 

Ber, My lord's displeasure I too justly bear. 
That I to doubt his constancy shou'd dare ; 
But he may pardon me, when he does know 
All my suspicions from my kindness flow. 
I trouble have on Giesar's brow, espied. 
And he his thoughts and person too does bide. 
My tender heart with sorrow pines away, 
If I behold my lord but once a day : ■ 
And I much less can his retir'dness bear. 
And not. his grief, as well as kindness share. 

Til. Oh! hoWi with love she overwhelms my, 
heart I , ... 

After sucb love I never can impart 
A secret, that to you may trouble prove ; 
To me beall the grief, to you, the love. 
Oh Kome ! oh glory ! oh renown •! . which way 
Will you the loss of so much love repay 1 [£x. 

Ber. Again in secret sorrow from me part ^ 
Oh my distraction! ob mytortur'd heartJ 
What can the sense of these disorders be) 

Sem. I must confess they are too dark for me. 

Btr. Fate to our mutual love no good designs. 
Whatever he pretends, his heart declines : 
Love treats not thus the person that's belov'd, 
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GommoD compaasioD vou'd have kinder prov'd. 
Sem.. My counsel can afford but email relief,. 
But do not too much listen to your grief. 

An alarm; EtUer a Centuriok folloiced by 

BOMANS. 

.Sem. Soldier, the news t . 

Cent. The Parthian King is here I 
That name's enough to shew what danger's near. 
I cannot talk, there's bus'ness to be done. [Ez. 

Ber, My Lord in danger t 

Sem. Whither do you run ) 

Ber. To die with lum 1 

Sem. Oh, fear not ! HeaVn will save. 
Were all his legions shun, a man so brave. 



Ber. Centurion, the success relate with speed ! 

Cent. My Lord is from the Parthian monarch 
freed 
By this brave stranger's aid, who to defend 
His glorious enemy, oppos'd his friend. 

Ber. Prince ! my resentments I want words to 
tell. 
This deed does all past services excel : 
Sure you have some command from my good fate, 
My friends and me with diligence to wait. 
AU your deserts I will to Cjesar own,. 
And for reward procure some vacant crown. 
If I have, int'rest still ; but I'm afraid 
I rather need an intercessor's aid. [Ex. 

Mon. Oh, heav'ns !■ what pleasing sweetness does 
she waste, 
Entirely lost to my disorder'd taste. 
I little pleasure in that kindness take, 
Which she bestows but for another's sake. 
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Now heart I bnt hold till I 1117 pusionB speak. 
And th«n with ooirow and coufiiaion break. [Ejt. 

Scene, a Street. 
Enter MATTHIAS and Guard, pumud by John, 
El&azer, and the Pbabisxes; John in his 
Pontifkai testmetUs. 

John. Seize 'em alive ! prophane and wicked men I 
\Phar. setae Mat., &r. 
Now heav'n to justice brings 70a once agen ; 
And vengeance eurely long enough has staid : 
Behold the desolations you have made, 
Look in the streets, and see each comer fill'd 
With cu-cases of saints your sins have kill'd \ 
Listen to e/ry bonse, and hear the groans 
Of many starving, dying holy ones. 
Who cry not, oh the famine ! oh the pest ! 
But, oh th' apostates I oh the Eomish priest I 
For your idolatriea in plagues we lye ; 
Yet for these sins, no doubt, you grutch to die. 
Yet you the Eomans can with rage pursue ; 
Alas ! not Romans ruin us, but you. 
They're but your instruments ; your guilt affords 
Force to their arms, and edges to their swords. 
Had you good nature, you wou'd wish to die. 
To free the nation from the misery ; 
Not of the pli^ue, the famine, or the foes, 
Bnt of your impions selves, our greatest woes. 

Mat. Cou'd height of impious boldness saintship 
give. 
Thou surely wert the greatest saint alive ; 
Of that vile kind of samts thy followere are. 
Thou sure art escellent without compare. 
For thou hast taken all degrees in sin ; 
Didst first in little viUanies begin, 
With whisp'ring, murmurings, dissemWings, lies, 
So didst to murder and to treason rise ; 
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And now at length the crawling snake is grown 

A royal baeilisk and has a crown. 

Horrid I when we are plagu'd such various waya. 

Is it a season to be acting plays. 

Here, in a house of horror, death and woe, 

To mock religion with theatric shew 1 

And must you too the holiest things abuse, 

For sport no subject but religion chuse 1 

1 Pka. Sport dost thou call it ) Thou wilt find, I 
fear, 

The saints are all in serious earnest here. 

2 Pha. And mean to stone thee ; if that be a jest, 
Of such a fatal pleasure make tby best. 

Joh. No, wicked man I We act this weighty part 
With all the saddest, deepest thoughts of heart. 
I know I walk upon the brink of laws, 
Near both to sin and to perdition's jaws ; 
And had not I a strong impulse within. 
And mighty call without, that I ahou'd sin, 
My angry conscience wou'd my soul condemn 
In wearing of this holy diadem. 

1 Pha. But you are sav'd from all these pious 
fears. 

Joh. I am anointed by the brethren's tears ; 
Call'd by the groaning of the suffering cause, 
And voice of Providence more loud than laws. 
By strong impulses knocking ev'ry hour, 
I cou'd not rest tili I aasum'd the power ; 
Where'er I went, methoughts a voice wou'd cry, 
John ! John ! take up the fallen dignity : 
That if there any usurpation be, 
The priesthood's guilty of usurping me. 
I sought not i)0w'r, but poVr did me invade : 
But tbou, vile man I shouldst not the saints up- 
braid ; 
Our dangers thou shouldst rather weep to see, 
Expos'd to things so scandalous by thee. 
2 23 
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Mai. Weis ever heard of impudence like this 1 
Bka. Hale him to judgment. 
M(U. To eternal bliss '. 
To an abode which blest enough won'd be, 
From men so impious only to be free. 
j^nfor a PHARieEB running. 
3 Pha. Be gone ! be gone ! The Pagan King is 
nigh, 
Keturn'd cut of the field with victory. 
Jok. Curse on that infidel ! the priest he'll save. 
Mea. Why should a heathen such successes have^ 
Enter Phraaetes iTid Guahd, who beat John, Ac, 
i^tlie stage; Maiwias pursues. Afta- an alarm 
Phra. and Mat. return. 
Phr. Why father do you thus expose your age 
To rebels' treachery, and Koman rage 1 
Can your gray-hairs by you forgotten be, 
Or does it shame you to be sav'd by me 1 
Mat. It does ! that you should bleed for us each 
day, 
Who, sir, for you can notliing do, but pray. 

Phr. Good man I I am rewarded far above 
All I can merit, in your daughter's love, [Mai Ex. 

Several vfUh baskets of provisions.. 
There I have brought rich plunder from the crowd, 
Not to supply their treasures, but their blood : 
To their repast the hungry rabble call, 
Go scatter fife, throw souls among them all ! 

[Ex. with promsions. A shoul. Phra. Ex. 

Scene, a Chamber. 
Enter Clarona weeping, a hook in her hand, sets 

her self in a chair. 
Clar. Oh my devotion ! I shall let thee go, 
For deadly, deadly sick with love I grow ; 
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No sight of him but does my straagth decay, 

And yet I cannot keep my eyes away. 

To these clear springs of life no more I go, 

[Looks on the boiiL 
'Cause they my soul's decaying beauty shew. 

Ent^ Phhaaetes, u-ho starts to see her weeping. 

Phr. In tears 1 what villany has fortune done 
To my best soul, whilst I to arms was gone ? 
What have I spy'd 1 Now I the cause divine, 
I see a book, that is no friend o' mine. 
And does that trash still please your sickly mind t 
Love has not wrought a thorough cure I find. 

Clar. You with religion still will be severe ; 
You wou'd think muuh shou'd I as harsh appear 
To your friend, love. 

Phr. Wou'd it not pity breed, 
To see thee climbing mountains for a weed % 
Chain'd like Prometheus rather to the brow 
Of barren rocks, for ever clad in snow, 
And there religion gnawing of thee etill ; 
Who wou'd not the devouring vulture kill 1 

Clar. How poor Cymmerians to the sun unknown, 
Think ev'ry land all darkness, like their own. 

Phr. How wretched lands with fables overflown. 
From mountains of the moon, and springs un- 
known, 
With mud of falsehood rank their fertile earth. 
Give nothing else but prieste and prophets birth. 

Clar. When men by miracles the truth display, 
We may believe what miracles will say. 

Phr. Workers of miracles I least believe ; 
Men love by-ways who have design to thieve. 

Clar. But it some faith in us may justly breed. 
When what they do does nature's pow'r exceed. 

Phr. Nature's an ocean endlessly profound, 
Where line cou'd never yet discover ground : 
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We only see what od the surface swim. 
And what we often see we ne'er est«em. 
If one by chance a tnonBter brings to shore, 
The monster we admire, the fisher more. 

Clar. Supposing secret skill snch feats con'd shen'. 
Can men by any art events foreknow f 
What eye can mive a prospect gf events. 
Through a long wood of varioos accidents ! 
Chance can no more shew what will come to pass. 
Than things remote a broken optic glass. 
Yet have our sacred prophets often here 
Drawn maps of f nture things so plain and clear. 
That after-ages have nnsoil'd, untom, 
found their own pictures dnwn ere they were 

bom. 
Xone cou'd display 'em bot the heav'nly mind, 
Where all th' ideas are at first design'd. 

/%r. None knows how much may by the stars 
be guest, 
Or OD tb' imagination be imprest. 
But you ne'er find in draughts so much ador'd, 
More then dead colonrs daub'd, and feBture]« 

scor'd, 
^Miich with some small addition may with ease 
Be drawn to what resemblances yon please. 

Olar. Have you of life to come no hope or fear t 

Phr. Why more of that, tlian the Platonic year! 
I'll Jiever toil after a state unknown. 

Clar. But ynu shou'd search for fear there shout) 
be one: 
Prudence all ills that may be does prevent 

Phr. Then prudence will notlose firm continent, 
To rove the seas in an imprudent chase 
Of floating isles, and some enchanted place. 

Olar. But such a place is worthy to be sought, 
And were there none, yet Heaven's a pleasant 
thought. 
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Pkr. Itmaylikepoetry the mind employ, 
In idle intervals of active joy ; 
iJut I'll not all my life a dreaming Ive, 
Whilst eolid pleasures run neglected by : 
Whilst to uncertain cares my thoughts I give, 
Lose what I'm sure of, and forget to live. 

Clar. Where do you think you after death shall 
dwelH 

Plw. 'Mong a rude heap of things ; where none 
canteil. 
I had myeelf at no request of mine. 
And I'U ae gen'rously my being resign. 
How I came by it ne'er disturbs my head. 
Nor what I shall be when I once am dead. 

Clar. Then your brave self must you for ever losel 

Phr. I wou'd not a new lease of life refuse, 
Could I the deed obtain by any ait. 

Clar. Oh Heav'ns ! methinks you should not 
seek to part. 
Were it from me alone, so soon as death. 
And leave me wand'ring on wild nature's heath, 
When we from these poor cottages are thrown, 
Having no dwellings, and desiring none. 

Pkr. For a new life I on high rent wou'd stand, 
But I'll meanwhile enjoy my present land ; 
I will improve it till I've tir'd the clods. 
Then for new acres I wou'd thank the gods. 
But let us this fantastic talk give o'er. 
These fairy thoughts stWl pinch thy soul no more ; 
Let us not think of lands remote, unknown, 
But eat the fruits and spices of our own. 

Enter PHEDRA. 
Pked. Parthian Commanders wait without to 
bring 
Tidings of great concernment to their King. 

[Ex. Pkra. 
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CldT. That HeaVn such cost on a brave mind 
ehou'd lay. 
On no design but to be oast away ! 

Song. 
Come, piouB mourner, pray no more ! 

But let the gods alone ; 
You favours endlessly implore. 

But will be granting none : 
Can you expect from any King 

To gain whate'er you crave, 
Who dare when you your offerings bring 

Torment and wound his slave i 
You ask of Heav'n eternal crowns. 

As your devotions due. 
And yet can wound me with your frowns, 

For asking smiles of you. 
Asunder let's no longer Btray, 

But both derotioDS join ; 
Let ns when dead be eav'd yonr way, 

But whilst we live in mine. 
If e'er I to a soul am pin'd, 

I gain the thing I sought ; 
I'll be content to be all mind, 

To act it o'er in thought. 
Admit me to the place of bliss. 

To love's divine abodes ! 
And we wiU laugh at paradise, 

And not be saints, bnt gods. 

Enter Phraartes u-ith some Parthian Cmnmanders. 
Phr. Brave men ! for the most glorious news 
you bring, 
Challenge the love and friendship of your King. 
My drooping fate is now reviv'd again ; [To Clar. 
My crown's restored, and the usurper slain : 
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My people, weary of the villain grown. 
Of him and Eoman pride have cleane'd my throne : 
My conquering army near the town ia come. 
And wait to guard me hence in triumph home. 
These gallant men who have the tidings brought, 
At the last Btorm to town their passage fought. 
Now I'm in sight of love's fair promised land, 
I see the shining of the golden sand. 

Ctar. I never shall be able to deny ; [Aside. 
That I cou'd save my innocence and die ! 

Pkr. She falls ! she vanquiaht falls into my arms ! 
To conquering love resigning all her charms, . 
Can any happiness compare with mine % 
Tis wretched sure to be a power divine, 
And not the joys of happy lovers know. 
Wou'dst thou, my dearest, be an angel now 1 
Oh, how the moments sweetly slide away ! 
But yet I must be wretched for a day. 
Who waits 1 — Did you not say my troops had none 
Whose guidance they might safely trust to town 1 

Parth. No Jewish guides cou'd any where be 
found, 
The Eoman troops spread ninety furlongs round. 

Phr. ]'ll sally out to-day, and be their guide ; 
I dare in no man but myself confide. 
These troops of mighty consequence have grown. 
My fortunes all depend on them alone. 
But oh \ that I could build a tower of brass. 
Through which the force of thunder could not pasn. 
My love from danger safely to enclose ; 
For I am feari'ul of each wind that blows, 
Lest it should breathe too rudely on my dear ; 
Then how much more shall I in absence fear 
The cruel enemy 1 1 dare not go ! 

Clar. Obliging kindness in your stay you shew ; 
But if misfortune ehou'd befall your men. 
Both wou'd in danger be of ruin then. 
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Pkr. And haa my clanger in thy thoughts a part ^ 
Who can express tjie pleasures of my heart 1 
The only place of strength within our poVr 
Remaining now, is Queen Mariamne's tow'r ; 
Shall I entrust thee there till my return % 

Clar. There for your ahseuce I will sadly mourn. 

Phr. Then will you think on me 1 

Clar. I will indeed I 

Phr. And will you wish me back again with 
speed 1 

Clar. For swift return and victory I'll pray ! 
. Phr. How shall I do to force myself away 1 
Do not look on me lest I never go ; 
This is the hardest work love has to do. 
Come ! to the tow'r that must my love receive, 
And there I'll take a momentary leave ; 
Then like the monarch o' the winds, I'll go 
And loose my stormy squadrons on the foe. 
And, when the mighty vapour's spent and done. 
The wasting Roman inundation gone. 
And not a cloud in all the heav'ns we see, 
111 come a hot and pleasant calm to thee. \_Ex. 



Act IV. 

SixM — The Boman Tents. 
Enter Titus, Malchus, Antiochus, Tiberias. 
Tib. Now, Sir, one more assault, and we conclude 
The torments of the starving multitude. 
We to our squadrons portions divide. 
Which, like wild horses to its members tied, 
Did rend it limb from limb, and left alone 
A torn dismemb'red carkass of a town. 
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Mai. I did the Temple etorm, the place to save 
From iu own s;uard, as Csesar orders gave ; 
And the live slaves, to burn my troopa nod me. 
Gave fire to th 'entrance of their sanctuary. 
And in a moment level'd with the ground 
Solomon's Porch, and all the buildings round. 

Ant. The town must bow to you within a day, 
For famine sweeps its dirty crowds away ; 
They who maintain it are not men but bones. 
Shadows of men and walking skeletons. 
Their looks scare death itseli^ nor do they need 
To fly from wounds, they have no blood to bleed. 
Their flesh, if mangled, like chopt earth appears, 
Or cloven trees, torn with the wind and years. 

Mai. My civil fate did better treats afi'ord, 
And with fat juicy villains fed my sword : 
That I had no great reason for complaints, 
I had a noble banquet of cramm'd saints. 

Tit. To all the heav'nly pow'rs I dare appeal. 
If I'm in fault for what these wretches feel. 

Tib. Except by mercy length'ning that disease. 
Which stubborn cruelty with speed wou'd ease. 

j4n alarm. Enter an Ofticee. 

Til. The news 1 

O^ie. The guardian angel of the town, 
The Parthian King, is from its succour flown. 
He broke from thence, like thunder from a cloud. 
And tore down all that in his passage stood ; 
Thence with his followers o'er tie mountains 

fled, 
And all the way with slaughter'd Pomans spread. 

j4}it. Then the proud city's dying pangs are past ; 
Her mighty ghost is yielded up at last '. 

Mai. The very soul of all their souls ia fled. 

T^. Better their walla had vanish'd iu hia stead. 
Pursue him 
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Tit. No ! since for his life he flies. 
Let him enjoy what with disgrace he buys. 
Now 111 release the wretches from the rack ; 
Prepare my legions for a. new attack : 
Their Temple save, unless the slaves appear 
Too obstinate, and it shall cost too dear. 

Mai. I am prepare! : — but, ere the %ht begin, 
[Aside. 
I must go gaze on the fair Jewish Queen. 
I know I must not hope, but I may dare 
To peep in Heav'n, though I must ne'er come there. 

[&. 

AiU. I must to the Udr Qaeen before I go, 

[Aside. 
My thirsty soul does more intemp'rate grow : 
That hot elixir I must hourly taste, 
Which I'm assur'd will bum me at the last. [Ex. 

Tit. Now, friend, the hour draws near when 
wretched I, 
The torments of departing love, must try, 
And with one stab that fatal wound must give, 
Of which I shall be groaning whilst I live, 

Tib. Oh I does your mighty resolution yield 1 
I thought you had entirely gain'd the field. 

Tit. Doat think I from my breast so soon can 
tear 
A love which has so long been growing there 1 
Throw all that heap of riches out of door 
I hardly got, and in a trice be poor t 
Thi'ee years I lov'd and fought, on no design 
But at the last to make this treasure mine : 
I have spoil'd half the world but to be seen 
Attir'd in glories, pleasing to the Queen. 
Nay r, who shun her love to gain a throne, 
Desir'd the Empire for her sake alone. 
And now I have obtain'd my wish'd success, 
And Pm is reach of supreme happiness, 
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Shall I at last myself and her deceive, 

And what I sought for, what I slighted leave t 

Tib. Oh ! do tjiese thonghts your soul once more 
invade ! 
All this before yon in the balance weigh'd ; 
With an impartial finger pois'd the scale, 
And left out nothing might for love prevail ; 
But still the Roman laws, your own renown 
And glory weighed the other balance down. 
And now— 

TU. Her love to all things I prefer, 
What is renown or Empire without her i 

Tib. Grant, Sir, all charms that in her sex lu-e 

Are lodged in her, but still she is a Queen. 

A Roman courage her great heart contains. 

But there's no Roman blood within her veins. 

And not our tyrants yet so bold have been, 

To many with a strange.r and a Queen. 

This hate to crowns is all that Rome, in chains, 

Still of her ancient Uberty retains. 

Nay Roman monsters, whose supreme delight 

Was against reason, laws, and ^tds to fight ; 

Who Rome and nature in confusion huri'd. 

And walked antipodes to ail the world ; 

Yet they who durst both bum and plunder Rome, 

Once to invade this law durst ne'er presuma 

And Sir, shall you, the world's delight, do more 

Against our laws than monsters did before 1 

Tit. All this too well I know, but must I lose 
My freedom ere I am at Rome's dispose ! 
It will be time enough tJiese thoughts to have. 
When I am chosen her imperial slave ; 
Till then my heart and pterson both are free, 
And I am master of my destiny. 

Tib. Ah, Sir ! against this fatal passion strive. 
And do not Rome of your brave am deprive : 
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Shall she lose all the glory of your reign, 

Only to ease a love-si^ lady's pain 1 

For, Sir, were you a god and ehou'd presume 

To 'spouae a Queen, you must not govern Rome. 

Her rank is by your army too abhor'd, 

Who hate to see a Queen command their lord : 

Their hourly discontenta 1 scarce can quell, 

They out of loyalty would fain rebel. 

Nay, they have all resolved the very hour 

The town is won to chuse you Emperor 1 

But lest the Queen should in your glory share. 

They firmly have decreed to banish her. 

And the brave rebels I declare I'll lead ; 

If you will guard your passion, take my head, 

\Ktieek andfiingg his sward at Titus' feet. 
For I will ne'er endure the greatest throne, 
And bravest man, shou'd be by love undone. 

Tit. Oh rise ! thou truly noble spirit, rise ! 

[Raises him. 
I have resolv'd on this great sacrifice, 
But do not know which way I shall b^in ; 
I cannot speak to the unhappy Queen. 

Tib. Eelease your spirit from that trifling care, 
111 to the Queen th'unpleasing message bear ; 
And, as the patient's sight an artist hides. 
When from the body he a hmb divides. 
That nature may not doubly be opprest, 
Then with a curious hand performs the rest ; 
Ho I the fatal deed will geutly do. 
And not torment you with an interview : 
And will BO mollify the parting pain, 
That injur'd love but little shall complain. 

[Oprs to go. 

Tit. Oh ! stay Tiberias ! make not bo much speed, 
I know not if 1 shall survive the deed ; 
With haste I boldly rush on a design. 
Which may at once destroy her life and mine. 
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But yet what muet be auffer*!! we in vain 

Delay some moments, and prolong our pain. 

Go, then ! the sad and killing tidiDgs bear, 

Excuse my crime, and all my grief declare ; 

Implore her my retirement to forgive. 

Tell her I cannot see her, go, — and live ! 

And if to reign in my ungrateful breast. 

Her rigorous fate can sweeten in the least. 

Tell her that I, deserted and alone. 

Even an imperial exile in my throne, 

To my own self more hateful than to her. 

The name of lover to my tomb will bear ; 

That all my life will be in sorrow spent, 

And all my reign a glorious banishment. [£>. 

The Scene changes to the Queen's Tent. 
Enter BiiRENiCE and Monobazus. 

Ber. How, Sir, have I, under the name of friend. 
These many months a lover entertain'd 1 

Man. Let it not, Madam, your displeasure move. 
That I presume t'inform you of my love : 
Till now in humble duty I supprest 
The tort'ring secret till it burnt my breast. 
My bosom better could have fire retain'd, 
It wou'd have leas my scorching vitals pain'd. 

BeT. Suppose your passion great as you express. 
What did encourage you to this address 1 
Durst you once hope you entert-ain'd should be, 
Or tind the least encouragement from me t 

Man. My passion never yet so bold has been ; 
It were less vain to ask the gods to sin. 
Yet were it possible for you to err, 
Torments and death I would much rather be.-ir. 
Than you one moment should unhappy be. 
And place your heart on one so low as me. 
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Ber. Good Heav'n ! then what design could you 
propose ( 
Did you this secret for no end disclose t 

M(m. To ease my aoul was all I did desigo. 

Ber. Wou'd it had been in any breaat but mine ! 
Now I not only must nngrateful seem, 
But all past services must orimes esteem ; 
Against my nature my just debts disown, 
Nay, I must punish yon for what y'ave dona 
And oh I good Heav'n ! what starts inta my 
thought t [Aside, 

I've found what has this change in Titus wrought ; 
I've been too lavish in this stranger's praise, 
That, that did this disorder in him raise. 
Sif, you have niin'd me, have friendship shewn, 
To make my fate as wretched as your own i 
To save my life you have your sword employ'd. 
And all the comforts of that life destroy'd. 
Oblige me this once more, for goodness' sake, 
Your self with speed out of my presence take. 

Mon. What means this storm ao sudden and 
severe 1 [Jsid.: 

My cruel fate pursues me everywhere. 
My name can, lilie a charm, uncalm the sea, 
Where'er I wander, there no peace can be. 

B^. Will you not please to answer my desire i 

Mon. But one word more, and. Madam, I retin-. 

Enter Semandra. 

Sem. Madam, the King ! 
Ber. No visitants admit, 
I'm for all conversation now unfit. 

Enter Malcrvs, followed hf Antiochus. 
Ant. Ha I Malchus here * 
Mai. Antiochus so nigh % 
Ant. Ha ! Prince Monobazus do I espy % 
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Mai. What ! does the Queen that traitor entertain. 
By whom her brother was so lately slain 1 

Mtm. Oh hateful sight I does fortune hither 
bring 
My mortal enemy th' Arabian King t 

Ber. They gaze as if they both this stranger 
knew. 

Mai. Now my revenge the rebel shall pursne, 
Whose fortune oft has put me in distress ; 
Besides I'm jealous here of his success. 
And dares he, Madam, in your sight appear^ 

Bei: Oh, Sir ! his quality I fain would hear, 
For till this honr his name I never knew. 

Mai. Prince Monobazua, who your brother slew, 
Dispera'd my troops, and wounded me in fight, 
'Cause I maintain'd his injur'd brother's right. 

Ant. What need this great ofSciousness be 
shewn t 

Mat. You are his friend. 

Ant. I do the title own. 

Mai. You did not once this mighty friendship 
shew. 

ArU. But I love valour in a Mend or foe. 

M&n. Do not for me, Sir, discompose your mind, 
I only from the King prevention find : 
The guilt he makes with so much passion known, 
I now was humbly on my knee to own. 

Ber. Oh Heavens I and does there stand before 
my view 
My brother's murderer 1 

Mon. It is too true— 



Your brother I unfortunately kill'd. 

AtU. You did ! but it was fairly in the field. 

Ber. Did this ill spirit me all this while pursue. 
And did I entertain his service too t 
Now I perceive he hither did retreat, 
By subtle ways his mischiefe to complete ; 
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On tdl my brother's race to wreak his spight. 
Wherein could he offend to auch a height, 
That even his life was a revenge too small, 
But I amongst your enemies most fall t 

Mon. All names most black and odious are my 
due, 
Excepting that of enemy to you. 

Btr. Cease your feign'd love, for I your life will 
have ! 
Mine but for ends of malice you did save. 
And so am unobliged ; yours all the pleas 
Of justice craves ; Guards, on the mnrd'rer seize '. 

Ant. Ah, Madam ! 

Mon. Do not, Sir, a hind'rance be, 
ITie Queen will both oblige herself and me. 

BtT. Yea, you shall die I — but why do I pre- 

On hves of others here to pass a doom. 
When in few hours perhaps it will be shewn, 
I have not power to aasure my own f 
And see, — Tiberias from my Lord is sent ! 

EfUer Tiberias. 
I am assur'd he brings me some complaint : 
What it should be, I cannot, dare not guess ; 
If he be jealous, that does love express. 
But that slight grief were easy to disarm ; 
No, something else does his great soul alarm : 
Whate'er it is, vain fear I will repel ; 
I'm sure from Titue I've deserv'd so well, 
That I my innocence may boldly trust. 
For, if he be unkind, he is unjust. 
Tiberias, quickly thy ill news impart. 
What does sit heavy on thy Prince's heart I 
I know the news is bad I am to hear, 
'Cause thou art chosen for the messenger. 
Tib. Ah, Madam ! 
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Ber. Nay, I am not now to learn. 
How thou hast made my ruin thy concern ; 
Haat tamper'd with thy Prince's heart, and strove 
To sow diBsenaions, and to blast our love, 
But I foi^ve thee, since I have thereby 
The pleasure had his constancy to try. 

Tv>. Madam, what e'er I in my life have done, 
I am too much a Boman to disown ; 
That Cssar's glory I with care have sought. 
Can never by his triends be judged a &iilt 
But since my Lord did so unhappy prove, 
To have hia glory contradict his love. 
That I took part with glory is most trae, 
But, Madam, never out of hate Uy you. 
The Roman laws were made ere I was bom, 
Not bear I to your rank a native acorn ; 
I wish Rome paid crown'd heads the honour due, 
At least from all her laws exempted you. 
But since she'll not reform at my request. 
Of her proud humour let us make the best. 
Then, Madam, know, my Lord at last o'ercome 
By me, by all the army, senate, Rome, 
Knowing how much your rank incurs their hate, 
And fearing to involve you in a state 
That to you both unfortunate would prove ; 
Exceeding tender of your gen'rous love, 
And of the happiness of one so dear — 
Asaur'd your courage the great shock will bear, — 
Sends to inform you 'tis t£e will of fate. 
You two for ever now must separate. 

Ber. For ever sep'rate I what does he intend i 
Will be to Berenice this message send 1 

AiU. Oh HeaVns I 

Mai. Amazement ! 

Tib. Madam, 'tis too true ! 
But to hifi noble love I'D justice do ; 
2 34 
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All kinds of passions in his soul arise, 
He weeps, lunents, adores, and almost dies : 
But to what end 1 hia many griefs are vain, 
Rome in her throne no Qneen will entertain. 
You two mnst part, and after this one day, 
Hebega no longer in the camp you'll stay. 

Ber. Alas! Semandra [Saifio 

Sem. What I long did fear t 
Madam, this sad assault with conrage bear ; 
Raise all that's great in you to your defence, 
Y'ou'll need it in this mighty exigence. 

Mon. Oh gods I have I this &tal difference made % 

Ant. All this is falsehood, and the Queen's be- 
tra/d. 

Mai. Now some small pleasure in despair I 
take. \A^de. 

Ber. And can Vespasian Berenice forsake t 
Are these his oaths and vows ) 

Ant. It cannot be ; 
Tiberias, the Queen is wrong'd by thee. 

Ta>. She IB not. Sir ! 

Anl. She is ! and wert thou, where 
I durst presume, thy falsehood should appear. 

Mai. Did I think that your labour I wou'd save. 

Tib. Kings, when you please you shall occasion 
have. 

Moih Ah Sir ! I beg let your contention cease ; 
[To Ant. 
To me the injut'd Queen's revenge release. 
If, Madam, a poor maleffu^r may, 
After his sentence be allow'd to pray, 
I beg the glorious office on my knees, 
And after doom me to what death you please. 

Ber. How ! do you think my honour I'll refer 
For justice to my brother's murderer 1 
To his great ghost too much offence I give. 
Since by your aid I am content to live. 
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To too much guilt already I'm betray'd ; 
Your life aheiid now be offer'd to his shade ; 
But lest if I your guilty blood should spill, 
The world should think T pay my debts but ill, 
All your past deeds I with your fife requite, 
But never more appear within my sight ! 

M<yn. Then to the town I will myself convey, 
Sorrow shou'd in the shades of sorrow stay : 
The gods have there all kinds of deaths in store. 
Shortly I shall afflict the world no more. [Ex. 

Ber. For you who these great mysteries reveal, 
[To Tib. 
I £rom your message to ^our Lord appeal ; 
Against his faith I nothing will believe. 
Till I this sentence from his mouth receive : 
And, if it proves not as thy self hath said, 
Tiberias, Know, I will demand thy head ! 

TO). Agreed ! — meanwhile I will my Lord prepare 
For your approach, and straight attend you there. 

[& 

Sh« offers to go, and is sla^d by Sem. 

Sem. Hold, Madam, will / in this disorder go 1 
Some little pains upon yourself bestow ; 
Stay till your beauty has regain'd its grace. 
Your hair and veil let me in order place. 

Ser. No, no, Semandra, let thy Queen alone ! 
Titus shall quickly see what he has done ; 
The aid of these poor trifiefl I despise : 
If my too constant heart, my weeping eyes, 
My grief ! — my grief I — my death no pity gain ! 
What can these slighted ornaments obtain t 



J Goes out weeping. 
ds to n 



Mai. The Queen's resentment adds to my despair. 

Ant. I'll bury all my troubled thoughts in war, 
[Ex. 
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Scau,—TUaa, Aw Teni. 
Enkr Trrus a/td Tiberias. 

TU. Great gode I how I tMe hast'ning combat ' 
fear, 
My guilty soul wants conrt^ to t^ipear. 
Her absence once I not an hour could bear. 
Now for her sight with terror I prepare. 

Tib. Sir, pl^ strong guards awut your heart 
one hour ; 
This storm repuls'd, you are a conqueror. 

TU. Poor vict'ry, injur'd beauty to subdue ! 
What more could an untam'd barbarian do % 

[Sua her coming. 
She comes I Great genii of me and Rome, 
Help me in this one field to overcome ; 
If you regard the honour of the throne. 
Trust not my glory with myself alone. 

Ber. So, Sir, and is your fainting passion tir'd 1 
Have you at length my parting hence deeir'd t 

Tit. Ah, Madam ! do not a poor Prince oppress ; 
The gods who gave me all the happiness 
Of your past loves, think I too- blest have been. 
And now to moderate my joys begin. 
Glory they in the room of love bestow. 
By splendid steps to ruin I must go : 
Be doom'd to Empire, to a throne confiu'd, 
Have poVr, but lose the freedom of my mind : 
Great as a god, as solitary too ; 
Ador'd, but banish'd from the sight of you : 
For, Madam, I with sorrow must declare, 
We for eternal pari^ing must prepare. 

Ber. Oh, cruel man I do you these words express 
Now you have rais'd my love to such excess 1 
Did I for this permit my eyes each day, 
On you to gaze my liberty away 1 
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Advance my flame to an Immod'rate height, 
Hating all bounds in what I took delight 1 
Stifle all thoughts that with your int'rest strove, 
And even exchange my very soul for love 1 
And will you now unjuot to me become, 
For a poor servile flattery of Borne 1 

Tit. Glory's unjust, which never can repay 
With all it gives the half it takes away. 

Ber. Is this a time the secret to impart 1 
Why aU this while have you not wam'd my 

heart! 
Can yoQ deny that your own laws you knew t 
Nay, did not often I object 'em too. 
And in love's pleasing way with caution tread. 
Fearing it to some precipice would lead 1 
But you with oaths entic'd me to love on ; 
I loVd, and lov'd, till all my heart was gone. 
Why nam'd you not the haughty laws of Rome, 
When I might have retum'd unwounded home, 
And been contented in as high degree 
To part with you as you do now from me t 

Tit. Oh ! do not make my charge too weighty 
grow! 
I under too much guilt already bow. 
Fart with content ! the gods can tell what stings, 
What tot'ring pangs this parting moment brings. 
The other crime I must with shame confess, 
And I have no excuse but love's excess ; 
I did not soon enough these thoughts produce. 
My self I then took pleasure to seduce : 
My dazzled eyes were blinded with delight, 
And power and Empire were not then in sight 
I all those cares did &om my breast remove. 
And would hear nothing but the charms of love. 

Ber. False man I that power and Empire which 
you name. 
You swore you sought but to protect your flame : 
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And now your stars have flatter'd you, must I 
For the reward of all my kindness die "i 
Oh Titua ! Titus ! — think what 'tis you do — 
Must Bereuice be slain, and slain by yon t 

Tit. 'Tis true, the guilt I'll to my self assume. 
And not accuse the army, senate, Eome. 
It is my glory governs me alone. 
Else I by arms could place you in the throne. 
I know what injury myself I do, 
And that I cannot live exil'd from you : 
But let me die, 'tis glory I decree, 
I'll live in an immortal memory ; 
Succeeding ages shall my virtues own. 
Adore my ashes, and my statues crown. 
Whilst to the world I've an example set, 
N'o stoic shall attempt to imitate. 

Ser. Oh unkind Prince ! your desir'd fame en- 
joy! 
To gain it too inglorious ways employ : 
Leave a renown'd example when you die. 
But leave another of inconstancy. 
I'll strive no more, I did but stay to hear— 
What did to me impossible appear — 
The mouth which swore me love this sentence 

speak, 
And all passed oaths in my own presence break. 
Nay, infidelity with pride proclaim, 
And boast on falsehood to erect a fame ; 
That inmiortality shall thence begin, 
Great deed to ruin an unhappy Queen. 
When I am dead, the praise of it assume. 
Let your crown'd statues triumph o'er my tomb ; 
The conquest must immortal glory gain, 
A Queen for loving you, by falsehood slain. 

Tit. Oh 1 how you tear me ! 

Ber. Yes, I may believe 
You mnch for her whom yon have ruin'd grieve. 
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Oh, wretched me ! — why ahou'd the best of men, 

{Flings hersdf down in a chair. 
Whose noble nature does the friendship gain 
Of his worst enemies,— Heav'n not so mild, 
Who the delight of all the world is styl'd. 
Of cruelty and falsehood make his boast, 
Practia'd to wretched me, who love him most t 
This, Heav'n I is just from thee ; I, for his love, 
To my religion did unfaithful prove, 
Contemn thy laws, and for his sake dismiss 
All hope or right in future paradise : 
And he in fear of laws his faith denies. 
And from my love to future glory flies ; 
Only when dead an empty fame to raise, 
To live in brass, and breathe in airy praise. 

TU. You break my heart 1 

Ber. rarewell, oh cruel Prince 1 
What you have done, few moments shall evince. 
I will not crowd your way to glory long, 
Nor will I crave He&v'n's vengeance for my wrong. 
I wou'd not have him arm in my relief ; 
Heav'n could I help it should not see my grief : 
No, I'll seek vengeance from another place ; 
I know your soul, though cruel, cannot chace 
Out of your troubled thoughts with so much ease. 
My present grie^ and all past kindnesses ; 
But when my blood yon on the floor shall see. 
Each drop a dagger to your heart shall be. [Ex. 

Tit. On ! let me follow her I she's gone to die. 

Tib. That does not need ; her women, sir, are nigh. 
And they will turn those thoughts out of her breast. 

TiL I'm a barbarian, I my self detest ; 
Nero in cruelty I have outdone. 

Tib. Dismiss youi sorrow, Sir, the day's your 
own: 
Pore not on wounds which at the present bleed, 
But think of glories which shall soon succeed. 
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Tit. Curet be the fate such victoriea bestowe ; 
Why should prond Rome be auffered to impose 
On princes such nngrateful things as these f 
Hhe shall not part, let ^xttue say what she please. 

Tib. Oh Sir! 

Tit. Ye gods I I know not what I say ! 

Tib. Come, Sir, pursue the triumphs of the day : 
Spur on your swift success, this rebel town 
Subdu'd, and then you perfect your renown. 

Tit. Talk not to me of fond renown, the rude 
Inconstant blast of the base multitude : 
Their breaths nor souls can satisfaction make, 
For half the joya I part with for their sake. 
I'll not so dear for sordid flatt'ry give ; 
Without renown or Empire I can live. 
But not without the Queen ; she, only she. 
Fame, Empire, glory, all things is to me. 
Go, imd endeavour to appease her mind, 
And eay, my love she, spite of Bome, shall find. 

[Ex. 

Tib. These are the stragglings of departing love ; 
Th'ill genius in a tempest does remove : 
I'll let the stonn consume itself, and then 
He'll soon the mild Vespasian he again. [Ex. 



Act V. 

Scene— The Palace. 

An Alarm — Enter Matthias, Phinbas, Sagah. 

Mat, All's lost ! we are resuined to heathen rage. 
Sag. Heav'n in our aid no longer does engage. 
Pbm, Have we a shadow twenty ages chas'd j 
Is all our faith prov'd a vain dream at last % 
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Mai. WhatshallTesa; t bheeethingsourreaBon 
pose : 
The niore we tHiib, the more ourselvee we lose. 
Our thoughts wt never can in order place ; ■ 
They dance, like atoniB, in a boundless space. 

Sag. Let's think no more, but make a swift 
retreat 
To some strong place, where, during the fierce heat 
Of Toga and slaughter, we may sheuer take, 
And for our selves at least conditions mak& 

Fkin, This tower, where your daughter keeps, is 
strong. 
And may, with some provisions, hold out long. 

Mat. Life now is much the least of all my cares ; 
But of HeavVs bounty no good man despalrB. 

Clarona ! 

ClaroNA appears in the Bolcmy. 

Claf. Ha I my fatlier's voice I hear I 
'Tis he ! Oh I mis disperses all my fear. [Ex. 

Mat. Daughter !— she answers not ! Oh 1 1 begin 

To tremble I all I fear's not well within I \Knock. 

Enter Clarona. 

Clar. My fether here ! I scarce can speak for joy. 
I by degrees did all my guards employ 
To seek and aid you , but of all I sent. 
Not one returned ; that all my patience spent. 
Of guards forsaken, looking ev'ry hour 
For bloody foes, and nothing in tlie tow*! 
But my poor trembUng women here, and I, 
I was reaolv'd to seek yon out and die. 
Enter Phedra,, running. 

Phtd. Haste, Sir, the rebels come I you'll be too 
late! 
I saw 'em from the toVr ; they're at the gate ! 
They're come ! I heard the murd'rers caU for you. 

M<U. Punni'd by Romans, and by rebels too ! 
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Base wretches .' with what d&nger, guilt, and pains. 
They purchase misery, dishonour, chains ; 
Total destruction ! it ia fit we die, 
We fight and hinder them of slavery. 
ErUeT John and Pharisees. 

Joh. Rill ! kill ! their idol's gone: they can repair 
No longer to their Parthian Lucifer. 
John, Elbazar, &€., force into the Unoer. An 

Alarm. Enter MATTHIAS, PHINEAS, Sagan, 

Glarona, Puedra, pursued. Phikeas, Saoan, 

fall dead ; MATTHIAS wounded. 

Mat. For this I thank thee ! thou hast set me 
free 
From having share in all that misery 
Thy wickedness does on thy country bring. 

Joh. No ! the vile Achan, the accursed thing 
That made us stink, and aU our prayers prove 
Offence to Heav'n, we from the land remove. 
Thou, wanton idol, who our land has atain'd 
With Pa^n love, and all our race prophan'd, 
Shalt pensh too. [Wounds Clamma. 

Elea. By thy allurements led. 
That savage boar much blood of saints bath shed. 

An o/ann and sh<mt. 
Hark, an alarm I [John and Elea. look mtt. 

Joh. The Roman troops are near I 

Elea. And Parthian banners in the streets appear! 

Joh. I fear that cursed dragon King is come. 
He plagues us more than all flie pow'r of Rome. 

[Uxeuni- J(An, Eleazar, and Pharisees. 

Mai. Oh, daughter 1 do you bleed f 

Clar. Too slow I do : 
But, Sir, I hope to fall asleep with you. 

Mai. The sight oppresses nature ; but my mind 
Does team thy piety true comfort find. 
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Our Temple, nation, glory, faith are gone ; 
And what wou'dst thou do in the world alone 1 
When dead, we aball behold, within the scenes, 
Wliat this dark riddle of destruction means. 
I try to sound this depth, but have not line ; 
Thick gloomy mists encompasB tilings divine : 
Poor human understandinga they despise ; 
Vainly proud man endeavours to be wise. 
Come, daughter ! follow my coelestial part. 
Haste to be more an angel than thou art [Dies. 

Clar. The light, the splendor of our nation's 
gone, 
A brighter in our firmament ne'er shone. 
In this one gallant man does slaughter'd lye 
Truth, wisdom, valour, learning, piety. 
This tax, as nature's su^ect I must pay, [Weeps. 
The little time I in her Empire stay ; 
My wound, I hope, will liberty bestow ; 
For, if not mortal, grief will make it so. 
How to the tow'r shall I convey these dear 
Sacred remains 1 

Phed. I see some soldiers near. 
Perhaps they may be of our Mends. 

Ctar. Go, try ! 

Beg of 'em this last act of charity. 

[Ex. Phed. and re-enters wUh Soldiers. 
My father from my arms went up to joy, 
Now iu his cold embraces I will die. 
[Ex. led by Phed. and Soldiers, some carrying off Mat. 
An Alarm; Unier Phraartes and MonobazUS. 

Man. Whilst you Clarona search, I'll still 
alarm 
The foe, and keep our soldiers' courage warm. 

Phr. Does thy rash youth at length its error 
seel 
But few honiB since, with foolish bravery 
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Thou wert thy rival's buckler, and didst prove 
So kind, to save him to enjoy thy love. 
My tendemeae to thee hath niiii'd both : 
But that thy youth I pitied, and was loth 
So many blooming bopee at once to shed, 
Thy rival, and our troubles, bad been dead. 

Mon. I to attain the Queen did long despair. 
So placed my happiness in serving her. 

Phr. Never contemn thyself I he who will 
have 
■Fortune or women love him, must be brave. 
Women are apt to err : that beauteous she 
Who thinks herself too good, or fair for me, 
Shall be too fair for all the world beside. 
And take up all her pleasure in her pride. 
But throw away despair, for I am here ; 
Thy Queen is thine, thy happiness is near i 
Thy rival shall in chains thy nuptials grace. 
And thou his mistress in his tent embrace. 
Be gone ! I'll follow. — Wben I parted hence, 

[Exa Mon. 
My love I trusted to this tower's defence. 

Ha I the gates open ! and no guard within ! 

I fear this cursed tow'r has faithless been : 

And if it has, let but an air, or sound 

Offend her, I will burn it to the ground. [ExU. 

A Bedplac'd, a Lamp by it. Enter Clarona led 
by Phedra. She lies down on the bed. 

Clar. Death, I attend thy coming ! for I now 
Have finish'd all I have to do below. 
I hear a noise ! the echoing chambers ring 
With Bounds confiis'd. [Trampling within. 

Phedra mns out, atui returns. 

Fhtd. Madam, it is the King ! 

Clar. And shall Olarona see him ere she dies) 
Is such a blessing granted to my eyes 1 
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SnUr PmiAABTEa 

Phr. Silence, and darkness I all's not well, I 

fear; 

I shake ! 

Clar. My Lord ! — 

Phr. Her heav'nly voice I hear ! — 
Now to a gentle calm my passions fall. 
That divine mnsic has appeas'd 'em all. 
My love I — to thy embraces let me haste I 

[Jf^Jiiraces. 
That this to all eternity might last. 
But ha ! thou sigh'st and weep'st I what dost thou 

ailt 
Art thou not wellt thy cheeks are cold and 

pale. 
Ease, ease my soul, for I distracted grow ; 
The cause of all this pompous Borrow shew ! 
Why is this lamp, this solitude, this hedt 
Speak ! ere I fall in thy embraces dead. 

Clar. Insatiable eyes, give o'er, give o'er ; 
One close and greedy look, and then no more. 

Phr. What talk is this ) 

Clar. No longer to detain 
Your waud'ring thoughts, see there my fether 

slain! 
And the same bloody weapon pierc'd my breast, 
Which sent his soul to everlasting rest. 

Pkr. FWnes I tortures I death on all by whom 
'twas done ! 
And me, from your defence for being gone. 

This has exceeded all that I cou'd fear. 

And see — ^blood — blood — is sprinkled eVrywhere ! 
Where is the wound whose fatal spring does feed 
This purple river t — run for help with speed ! — 
Millions of gold to any one for aid ! — 
Confusion ! — why is not my will obey'd ) 
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Clar. I have had all the help that skill can 

give, 
Pkr. Are then no hopes t 
Clar. Most certain hopeg. 
Phr. To live 1 
Clar. To live. 
Fkr. Oh joy I 

Clar. My joys indeed are near ; 
Ever to live in Heav'n, no longer here. 

Phr. le that your life ) — I fear'd that pleasing 
tale [^Aside. 

Of Heav'n at last wou'd over Love prevail. 
Man is a foolish pamphlet, full of lieg ; 
Lies are his hopes, and lies are all his joys. 
Some promise him to come, and some to stay ; 
Those never come, and these fly East away. 

Clar. Oh 1 how much love and excellence I 

leave. 
Phr. Oh I how much sweetness shall the grave 

receive. 
Clar. How is my way to death with pleasures 
strew'd I 
That I cou'd stay for ever on the road ; 
For ever, ever, slumber on tliis breast : 

I'm husht with music to my long long rest. 

My belov'd lord farewell ! ^DUa. 

Pkr. She dies ! she dies ! 

Speak once again I open once more those eyes ! 

Fhraartes speaks to thee. She's fled she's 

fled! 

And her pale picture left me in her stead. 

This this is all of her that I must have 

And this is too the portion of the grave. 

Away with tears this fond this womanish 

flood 1 

One kiss I and then to blood revenge 

and blood. [Kisses. 
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Charms! conqu'ring chanuB in death! hence 

with her, hence I 
For I begin to wander from my eense. 
Where are those lying priests, that hang the graves 

With maps of future worlds t Shew me, you 

slaves. 

These landjs of ghosts ! Where is Clarona gone 1 

[Grows mad. 

Aloh 1 1 see her mounting to the sun I 

The flaming Satyr towards her does roll, 
His scorching lust nkakes summer at the Pole. 
Let the hot planet touch her if he dares— — 
Touch her, and I will cut him into stars. 

And the bright chips into the ocean throw I 

Oh, my sick brain ! -Whore is Phraartes now ? 

Gone from himself I Who shall his sense re- 
stored 
None, none, for bis Clarona is no more I 

Ejiier MoNOBAZUS. 

Man. Haste hence, Sir I all's on fire 1 Heav'n 
rains it down, 
Sends troops of dame to prey upon the town ! 
A legion now the Temple round besets, 
Thic^ drops of gold the falling building sweats ; 
The. Romans strive with streams of Jewish blood 
To quench the fire, but 'twill not be withstood ; 
A Divine fury on the flame has seiz'd, 
It claims the pile, and will not be appeas'd ; 
The cursed Jews a league with it have made. 
And to destroy the Romans lend it aid ; 
That a strange mixture now you may behold. 
Rivers of fire, of blood, and liquid gold. 

Fhr. I thank the fire, it does revenge my wrong ; 
111 go and guide its rav'nous troops along, 
And all the plunder I can find bestow, 
And wish the world I in its arms cou'd throw.— ^ 
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Ruin from hence the univerae invade I 
My li^t IB set in an eternal shade. 
Look m and see my wretched meaning there. 
Mon. Clarona pale and Blumb'riag does appear. 

[Looks in. 

Phr. Dead I dead ! gone out ; that dark and 

fatal door 
AThich once lock'd on ua, never opens more ; 
That vanisht light no more oa me shall shine, 
Now I'll prepare her fuu'ral pomp and mine. 
The Macedonian King but to the shade 
Of a dead friend whole cities offerings made. 
Wasted whole provinces, whole nations slew ; 
Then what shou'd I for a slain mistress do 1 
Something 111 do, but what I cannot tell. 
My mighty thoughts 'bove all expression swell. 
Offers to go, Monobazus stays him. 

Mon. Oh, stay, Sir ! I have lost a mistress too. 
And want revenge and death as well as you. 
Embassadors this moment tidings bring, 
My royal brother's dead, and I'm a Ring ! 
I sent 'em back, and gave my crown away. 
And here to die with you on purpose stay ; 
For I less glory judge it, and judge true, 
To govern KingdomH than to die with you. 

Phir. Gallant young King I let me your wel- 
come give 

To our high rank ! much honour we receive. 

Which I am sorry we so soon shou'd lose. 
But since to share my destiny you chuse, 
I will not seek to do your glory wrong : 

No, you shall die with me. Then, come along ! 

Our persons, f^es, and glories we will bear, 
To live and reign, we know not how nor where. 
In better company we c^inot go ; 
We dare the utmost of our fortunes know : 
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Plunge into deeps and never be perplext, 

Be lOngB this moment, and be nothing next. [Ex. 

The Scene, — the Temple burning, JUFd with Jms 
lamenUng. 

Om. Oh I our Temple 1 our Temple ! 

1. Jerusalem's lost I that Heav'n shou'd this 

permit! 
This Queen of nations now in dust must sit. 

Elder John emd Eleazar. 
Ele. What shall we do^ the fire does raging 

And streams of people to the Romans flow. 
Joh. I've prophet* hii'd, who sh^ deliv'rance 
cry. 
And death to all that to the Bomans fly. 

Elder Two Prophets. 

1 Pro. Lift up your heads, ye people ! for this 
hour 

Salvation comes from Heav'n, the seat of Power. 

2 Pro. Salvation comes I a flaming sword she 
bears! 

Woe for partakers with idolaters ! 

Eni^ a Pharisee. 
Phar. Haste, haste ! deliVrauce on our swords 
does wait ! 
The Roman tyrant at the Grolden Gate 
In person, with a legion of his Guard, 
With fire encompass'd, is from flight debarr'd. 

Joh. FaJl on I and, lest the Pagan shou'd retire. 
Set the north chambers of the Priest on fire. 

[E^unt. 
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An aiarm. EriUr Titus, Tiberias, Malchus, 
avd Antiochus. 

Tt6. Gods I at what nteh desien does Ciesar turn, 
To piun^ himgelf thus de«p in olood and flame t 

Tit. Gb, save this building ! 

Mai. Sir, all hopes are past, 
The mounted flame does keep bis seat too fast 

Ant. Besides, the doge do their own Temple 
bum. 
These fieiy spears against our breaste to turn. 

An (UtM-m. Elder an Officer. 
0_ffU. Haste, haste. Sir, succours to your lemons 

They fell in crowds before the Parthian King. 
On yonder burning mount, which all commands. 
He like another ftaming mountain stands ; 
And fights, and kills, with r^e bo much above 
All that ia man, the Romans think him Jove. 
Some cry for mercy, some by terror fall ; 
By fear, by fire, and him, they perish all. 

Tit. That triple league no longer shall succned ; 
The King, the mighty Chief of it, with speed 
Shall be undeiiy'd by my own hands : 
While I ascend with the Frotorian bands. 
Tiberias I King Antiochus and you 
The rebels in the upper tow'r subdue I 
Rebellion there has long my pow'r defied, 
But I will wound him now on ev'ry side : 
Cut off that Hydra's head all at a blow, 
That no more new ones in the stead may grow. [Ex. 

After an alarm tmthin, enier Malcbus and TiBERlAs, 
meeting. 
Mid. To Cffisar, haste 1 with all the speed you can. 
The Parthian King is something more than man ; 
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At least he is in league with pow'rs Divine, 
For Heav'n and earth in his assistance join : 
Voices are heard, and visions seen i' th' air, 
Thunder and lightning to his aid repair. 

Tib. Strange things you tell ; and which ( 



Mf wonder more, the strange and sudden peace 
Is made between the Parthian King and gods : 
'Tis not long since they were at mortal odds. 

\ExeuBi. 

The Scene is dravm, and PHRAARTES, Monobazus, 
and their followers are seen defending a high rocky 
rrmimt. The Romans oft attempt to scale it, (mi are 
beaten down by great stones flung ore their heads : 
Trrus, Tiberias, Malchus, Antiochus, came to 
their assistance, scale the momt, and after some op- 
posiHon ascend and take it. After a fight upon the 
mowii, the Scene doses. A ^lout of tnumph. 

The Scene changes to the Town. 

EiUer Trrus, Tiberias, Malchus, Antiochus. 

Til. This lond and open flattery forbear, 
This pubhc impudence ; I hate to wear 
A robe of glory which is not my own. 
And tread on ashes which I ought to crown. 

Tib. The Parthian Monarch's valour all must 

But that does add the more to your renown. 
Whose greater valour eonquer'd so much odds, 
The King, the fire, the thunder, and the gods. 

Tit. Vainglorious falsehood still, and flatt'ry all ; 
He fell by goda, by ^ods alone cou'd fall 
At first the god^ against the Romans fought ; 
As they the glory to destroy him sou^t. 



ciq mod t, Google 



386 THE DGSTRVOnON OF JEBDSALEU. 

For whom the whole world's Empire was too small. 
Who was too great by mortal bands to fall. 

Tib. I'm sure the visions help'd him while they 
stw'd. 

IW. They did ! but he, contemning of their aid, 
Enrag'd they intermeddled with his fame. 
Chasing us, sunk in ambuscades of flame, 
The gods had laid, to save their favourite, Eome : 
Yet scarce durst stay to execute their doom, 
But flung the burning Temple on hia head ; 
Then straight for shelter to their Heav'n they 

fled: 
Thus down alive into the shades he fell, 
And, stead of dying, he invaded hell. 

Tib. Ctesar this vast revenue of renown 
May give away, and not impair his own. 
Your eagles now, great sir, their wings have spread 
O'er all the town, and struck rebellion dead. 
See, mighty sir, beneath your feet, in chains, 
The torn, dissected monster's last remains I 
This bloody villain, hunger ; — —this, surprise 

[Poinling to John and Ekazar. 
Drove from strong vaults, that might all force de- 
spise. 

Ant. With these, some thousand captives, sir, 
are torn 
From their retreats, your triumph to adorn. 
The noble Jews in battle chose to fall, 
And bravely with their country perish'd aU. 

Tib. Of all the slain the numbers to compute. 
The numb'ring art of rules is destitute ; 
The earth cannot suffice the dead for graves, 
Nor iron mines yield chains enough for slaves. 

Tit. These slaves shall satisfy me for this guilt. 
And for the blood of all their nation spilt : 
Conduct 'em hence, and guard 'em to their doom, 
They shall be public spectacles in Rome 
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First wait on my triumphal chariot there, 
Then, in a BpaciouB amphitheatre, 
I'll for this triumph build, be all enclos'd, 
And to wild beasts in open view expos'd. 

Tii. Now, sir, that none of their BurvivJi:;; 
race, 
As some will from your clemency find grace. 
In ttfter ages may their fancieB please 
With hopes &om double-meaning prophecies, 
The plainest sense of 'em we will display. 
And in their ears flilfil 'em all to-day. 
Besides the heaps wherewith their scrolls abound, 
On an old tow'r we an inscription found. 
Where it was writ — One day in Jewish land 
A man shall rise, who shall the world command. 
These foolish slaves applied the gods intent 
To their base nation, which to you was meant. 
On you, Sir, it shall be fulfill'd this hour, 
You are proclaim'd that mighty Emperor. 
j4 shtntt. 

Om. Long live Titus Vespasian, Emperor of 
Eome! 

Til. My thanks to all my troops I I'll grateful 
prove 
For all their valour, loyalty, and love. 
Oh ! now I have receiv'd rfie fatal blow. 
And must from love to worlds of glory go : 
Leaving all joys for ever out of sight. 
Which gave my soul in th' other state delight. 
Where ia the Queen 1 My promise I forget, 
For I must see, perhaps retain her yet. 

Tib. Grreat sir, as 1 have been infonn'd, dia- 
pleas'd, 
Yon stay'd bo long, she has her ra^ appeas'd. 
And all her sorrow chang'd into disdam, 
Lamenting most, she did so much complain. 
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She now for ever has renoimc'd your ught, 
And is preparing for a speedy fli^t 
Ant. Not fax from hence, her troiQ and chariots 

stay. 
Mai. And see, she's veil'd, and coming, sir, thiB 
way. 

Enter Berenice ami Seuandra. 

Tit. Ah, Madam ! whither 

Ber. Trouble me no more ! 

Tit. I but one word, one look from you imphjre. 

Ber. Pray, sir, retire. 

Tii. Whence does this change arise 1 

Ber. Why talk you, sir, with one you so de- 
spise 1 
You have attain'd the Empire you desire, 
To the applauses of your troops retire : 
The music which did so del^ht your ears, 
And raTish you, whilst I lay drown'd in tears. 
Let 'em once more their crael joy repeat; 
Though wherein I have ever given so great 
Offence to all your troops, I cannot tell. 
Except it was in loving you too well 

Til Oh, Madam ! do you mind a foolish crowds 

Ber. They speak their Emperor's sense too plain, 
and loud ; 
And whom you slight, they surely may contemn. 
Go, sir, you have attain'd the diadem 
So long desir'd and sought ! observant be 
To all your laws, and be not seen with me. 
I'm going now your orders to obey. 
And shall not long afflict you with my stay. 

Tii. Oh ! to my love you great injustice do ; 
Do I prefer the Imperial throne to you 1 

Ber. Why else to banishment must I be sent i 

Tit. Oh, gods ! and see you not my great con- 
straint, 
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By what strong maxims I am captire led, 
What pikes and javelins guard th' Impenal bed 1 
And it were yet more baseness to submit. 
And, for the sake of We, the Empire quit ; 
That were a folly nothing cou'd redeem. 
For love, to lose your love and your esteem ; 
You wou'd look back and blnsh, to see your chains 
Drag atteryou the wretched small remains 
Of a poor &nperor, despis'd, forlorn, 
Whom you in honour wou'd be forc'd to scorn. 

Bit. These are great maxims, Sir, it is confest, 
Too stately for a woman's narrow breast. 
Poor love is lost in men's capacious minds i 
In oura it fills up all the room it finds. 
I cannot tell what glories yon pursue, 
I'd qnit the Empire of the world for you. 

Tit, And, Madam, what for you wou'd I refiise t 
But poorly Empire and renown to lose. 
Were all those just pretences to forsake, 
I to so brave a heart as yours can make ; 
So giving fame for love, should forfeit both . 
For Madam, say, wou'd not yonr spirit loath 
An abject Prince, who should such meanness shew, 
He poorly should for love to exile go 1 
Yet this inglorious exile I must chase. 
Or throne. Me, glory, you, and all must lose. ' 

Ber. No, you shall lose no glory for my sake, 
I nothing from you, but myself, will take : 
With too much flame I love Ves])as)an still. 
To let him bear for me the least of ill. 
So great a love for you my heart contains, 
I'd go to Rome with you a slave in chains ; 
But think it hard you should my love requite. 
With driving me for ever from your sight. 

Tii. Must my misfortunes still my crimes be 
thought 1 
Oh, gods I in what distractions am I brought 1 
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Ber. You of your own distractions can com- 
plain; 
Bnt mine, though greater, I lament in vain. 
Say all your grief is more than a pretence. 
You have renown your loas to recompenBe, 
And by your own free choice yourself undo ; 
But I am into exile sent by you. 
Despis'd, forlorn, diagrac'd, inglorious made, 
Nothing in my obscure and moumful shade 
To comfort me, for all the wrongs I bear. 
But death, whose aid I wiU not long defer. 

Offers to go Old in patsum, !mt U stopt by Titus. 

Tit. What do you threat me with J Strive 

not in yaia '. 
You shall not stir whilst these sad thoughts re- 

This shall not be the tragical event 

Of parting ; Stay, unless 'tis your intent 

I should at farewell some revenge afford, 
And at your feet fall dead upon my sword. 
If ever you would kind to me appear, 
If ever Titus to the Queen was dear, 
As to my life any regard you bear, 
Do not part from me in this sad despair. 

Ber. I can deny you nothing ; I will still 
Live and be wretched, since it is your wilL 
I hope, though I to exile must remove, 
I am not wholly bauish'd from your love. 
The laws of Bome do not their Emp'ror bind, 
At once to chase me from his sight, and mind : 
And 'tis no fundamental rule of State, 
Of a poor Queen the memory to hate. 

Tit. I hate your memory t Oh, most unkind ! 

Why with these words do you afflict my mind "i 
The thought of you is all the joy, Heav'n knows ! 
I in my Jlorious banishment propose. 
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Since the first hour my heart to love did bow, 

It never felt such tendemesa as now ; 

Witness these tears ! [Waps. 

jBer. Oh, Sir ! these are not due ! 

An Emp'ror weep ! and must I pity you 1 

Shew me less love, that I may part with ease. 

Ttt. Oh, gods 1 who thought of these extremi- 
ties I 

5er, Who could have thought a love so chaste as 

So great, so pure, so void of all design, 
Should so unfortunate to me have prov'd I 
Wou'd I had never seen, or never lov'd. 

She "pauses to weef, and Ihen proceeds. 
Well, Sir, your sorrow kindly I resent ; 
So kindly that I'U go to banishment : 
Since, till I'm gone, unhappy you must be, 
I will make room for your felicity. 
Let Pow'r Vespasian to herself enjoy, 
I will not enviously by stay destroy 
So great advancement of th' Imperial Throne : 
Better one Queen, than the whole world undone. 
And for your fiiture peace, I will provide : 
Some cave this troubler of the world shall hide. 
Where I till death will love you as before. 
But never interrupt your glory more. [Ex. 

Tit. Oh, I am lost ! 

Tib. Now the great combat's done. 
All danger's over, and the day's your own. 
Altars and Temples now ■ ■ 

TU. Oh ! I despise 
Those flatt'ring pomps, and splendid mockeries. 
Where I am worshipt hke a pow'r Divine, 
And yet all hearts are free to love but mine. 
Myself ril longer on the rack retain. 
And at her chariot nee her once again ; 
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Then gan till wide and spacious sea? of air 
Drown the last view, and then for death prepare : 
I mean that tedious death, which men wou'd &in 
Oild with the specious title of a reign. 
Prepare to march by the approach of day, 
I hat« in this abandon'd place to stay. 
Where I am hourly with the thooghts piiiwi'd 
Of the Queen's tears, and my ingratitude. \Er. 
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The Play ended, Mrs Marshall returns and speaks 

THE EPILOGUE, 

in the Character of C!«e« Berenice. 

How ! ie the gallant British nation here 1 
Nay then in spite of TituB I'll appear, 
And make thia brave assembly judge my cause ; 
Wou'd you forsake your loves for fear of laws ) 
You are so brave, where love is in the case^ 
Men fear no danger, women no disgrace. 
A confidant is out o' fashion growu, 
Or any common &iend will serve for one. 
Who, madam, pays your' eyes their tribute due 1 

"Tis my Lord such a one : And, is be 

true) 

Oh ! very true, and worthy my esteem. — — 

And, madam, had you pretty Miss by him 1— 

Yes, madam , Oh ! we lead a pleasant 

life. 

Lord how we laugb at bis poor nauseous wife ! 

I thought you were ador'd by sucb a one :— 

I lov'd him first, but that intrigue is done.-- 

- — - Wby did you part )^ — He was a younger 

brother ; 
Besides, we grew a weary of each other. 
Thus brave are you, nor can you well forbear ; 
Your women charming, men most gallant are. 
With this small beauty I might servants have. 
Now I am free ; but I your pardon crave, 
I never more will any friendships make. 
For my unkind, unconstant lover's sake. 
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No ! — you in love aa Gauls do in the field. 
Charge fierce, subdue, but soon your conquests 

yield r 
Never keep long the beauties which you take. 
But first dismantle 'em, then give 'em back. 
Then to all new intrigues a long farewell ; 
But womanlike, though I dissemble well, 
I love to talk of my false lover oft ; 
And if the passions I have sigh'd be soft. 
And such as may anhappy beauties please, 
All you forsaken slighted nustresses, 
In mine, to hear your own complainings come ; 
'Tis better than to mope alone at home, 
Or in the rooms, where first your hearts were won. 
Or private lodgings, where you were — undone. 
Come all of you ! Dut if the half resort. 
Queen Berenice will have a crowded court 



ciq mod t, Google 



/l 



ciq mod t, Google 



ciq mod t, Google 



